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CHAPTER I. 

ms GOOD ANGEL. 



It is a bright sunshiny moming in April, 
and Colonel Dumaresq is sitting quietly at 
his breakfast in Brook Street. Colonel 
Dumaresq likes to take things quietly; 
he considers everything loud, or rapid, or 
energetic, as totally opposed to all ideas 
of good breeding. He likes to be called 
at exactly the same time every moming, 
and to descend to the breakfast-room a 
stipulated number of minutes afterwards; 
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2 MAD DÜMABESQ. 

to find his newspaper ready aired and 
folded for his use, and to occupy each 
day the same axmchair in the same place, 
whilst he leisurely takes his meal and 
discuss the current news. To find that 
particular cliair usurped by another would 
be snfl&cient to put Colonel Dumaresq out 
of temper for the rest of the day; and to 
be talked to or questioned whilst he was 
reading, more than sufficient. On the 
moming alluded to he is enjoying himself 
without Stint. The ladies are not down 
to breakfast — they seldom are — ^and the 
Honourable Theodore, sitting opposite his 
father-in-law, would no more dream of 
speaking tiU he is spoken to than of box- 
ing the ColoneFs ears. So the younger 
man helps himself to st«wed kidneys and 
buttered eggs in süence, and there is no 
sound to break the monotony of the Situa- 
tion, except it is the occasional click of his 
knife and fork, or the crunching of the 



HIS GOOD ANGEL. 3 

Coloners dry toast, of whick Bell Du- 
maresq once declaxed he consumed so much 
that she believed his bones would crackle 
in precisely the same manner, if subjected 
to the same process. But then, Bell is 
always saying something saucy, which, 
whether uttered to her uncle's face or 
behind bis back, is sure eventually to reach 
his ears through the Mendly agency of Mr. 
Theodore Little. The Colonel has not got 
more than half-way through his breakfast 
when he is startled by a smart double knock 
upon the haU-door. 

" Nöw, who can that be ? " he says fret- 
fully, as he lays down his newspaper. " So 
very unusual I and a double knock too." 

"I should say there is but one person 
in London who would presume to disturb 
you at an hour when all your friends know 
you particularly wish to be left in quiet," 
remarks Mr. Little. 

''Of course, of course — it must be Bell, 
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So very inconsiderate of her; and it can't 
be ten o'clock yet." 

"Ten o'clock/' echoes bis niece as she 
enters the room, upright as a dart and fresh 
as the moming. " Why, it's twenty minutes 
past, uncle 1 What lazy people you are ! — 
and wliere are Aunt Olive and Georgina ? '' 

" Your aunt and cousin are not yet down, 
my dear," remarks the Colonel as he re- 
arranges the whisker that has been discom- 
posed by Bell's rapid embrace. "Ladies 
who mix in society are very seldom visible 
at so early an hour in the moming/^ 

" Do you call this early, Uncle Henry ? 
I was at work two hours ago. Well, there 
is some excuse for Aunt Olive, for she is 
always more or less of .an invalid, but none 
at all for your wife," with a careless nod 
in the direction of Mr. Little. 

" Indeed ! You think so?" he says 
snappishly. 

" I am sure of it. It's all affectation ; you 
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know she's as strong as a horse. That's 
what makes her so fat. She's stout enougb 
for a woman double her age now : she'll be 
a perfect mountein soon. Poor Georgie ! " 

Now, if there is one allusion Mr. Little 
dislikes listening to more than another, it 
is that which points to bis wife's rotundity. 
His own diminutive person bas ever been 
a sore subject witb bim, and be views witb 
dismay ber rapidly increasing bulk, feeling 
every time be walks by ber side, or ap- 
proacbes ber at an evening party, tbat tbe 
spectators will be making quizzieal remarks 
on tbe incongruity of tbeir proportions. 
And be retums as peppery an answer to 
Miss Dumaresq's Observation as could be 
expected upon so sbort a notice. 

"Anjrway, I consider it preferable for a 
lady to regard tbe observances of society, 
wbatever tbe consequences, tban to outrage 
tbem by running about town by berself at 
sueb an unbeard of bour of tbe moming." 
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'' Yes~indeed, Bell/' interposea Colonel 
Dumaresq, " you should not do it, my dear, 
and alone too — it is not correct ; and," 
looking at her steadfastly, "that surely is 
not a hat you have on yonr head ? " 

" It is, uncle, without doubt Why, you 
wouldn't have me walk through the streets 
bareheaded, would you ? '' 

'' Bareheaded ! My dear Bell ! now, if 
you would only just consider what is due to 
your family and mine — ^to walk about town 
in a hat ! Did you ever hear of any lady 
of fashion doing such a thing — and at ten 
o'clock in the moming, too ? " 

''Perhaps not; but I'm not fashionable, 
you see. I can't afford to be just yet. 
And a hat Covers such a multitude of sins ! 
Just look at my hair, uncle. How would 
that have looked under a bonnet ? " and, 
placing her hat in her lap, Bell discloses 
a coiflFure which has certainly been dressed 
too hastily to please Isidore. Mr. Little's 
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look of disgust and her nncle's look of 
liorror amuse her amazingly, and she puts 
up her hand and gives her hair a good 
extra rüffle in order still more to excite 
their constemation. 

"Your annt," commences Colonel Du- 
maresq solemnly, "wonld not dream of 
Coming downstairs before she had had her 
hair properly dressed by her lady 's-maid. " 

" No, I suppose not. Poor Aunt OHve 1 " 

repHes Bell in a voiee that is anything but 

complimentary to her aunt's wisdom. " But 

I am not always like this, you know, uncle. ' ' 

, '^ Heaven forbid, my dear ! " 

"Oh no ; sometimes I am, I can assure 
you, quite respectabley and worthy of the 
name I bear. Now, I should Hke you to 
see me this aftemoon, when I am going by 
appointment to see after a Situation in the 
City." 

"After a what?" exclaims Colonel Du- 
maresq. 
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"Going to tum a telegraph office 
clerk, perhaps," sneers the Honourable 
Theodore. 

" No, I am not going to tum a telegraph 
oflSce clerk, Mr. Little," she retorts quickly, 
"though Fd rather be that any day than 
eat another person's bread. I am going to 
see aftcr a reader's appointment that has 
been offered me, uncle; but what I was 
about to speak of was my dress. Plum- 
coloured cloth costume, trimmed with 
black fringe; plum-coloured velvet bonnet, 
trimmed with Maltese lace, and just one 
little duck of a pale blue feather, the tint 
of a bird's egg, you know, curled over the 
brim. What should you think of that, 
uncle, eh ? " 

" I should wish it were going to be used 
in a more suitable occupation for the daugh- 
ter of a Dumaresq than to be running about 
the city affcer readers' appointments." 

" I shan't run, I shall go in a hansom." 
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*^ Worse still. A hansom is a vehicle which 
no lady of distinction should ever enter." 

" But, my dear uncle, what am I to do ? 
You wouldn't reduce me to an omnibus, 
would you ? so there is no alternative unless 
you wül send the carriage round for me ; I 
promise you I'll use it." 

But this proposition Colonel Dumaresq 
regards as profane, and vouchsafes no 
answer to. The next person who speaks is 
Mr. Little. 

"You have not yet told us to what we 
are indebted for the honour of your early 
visit/^ he says. 

" You are not indebted to anything or 
anybody, so you can make your mind easy. 
I did not come with the leaat wish or inten- 
tion to see you. Uncle, can I speak to you 
inthehbrary?" 

" Certainly, my dear, certainly — if Theo- 
dore has finished his breakfast.'' 

"Our movements need make no diflfer- 
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eiice to him. Have you finished your 

" Quite so, quite so I " and, muttering 
ßomething about his utter ignorance con- 
ceming the day's news, Colonel Dumaresq 
follows his niece to the library. But when 

V 

the door iß closed, and she looks round, Bell 
finds that the Honourable Theodore is also 
there, and though with the newspaper in his 
hand, ready to listen to and devour every- 
thing she may have to teil her nncle. 

" Uncle, I wish to speak to you alone ! " 

*^ Well, my dear Isabel, we are alone, to 
all intents and purposes. You surely do not 
consider Theodore as anybody ? He belongs 
to the family, you know." 

" I can't quite agree with you, uncle. I 
do not consider Mr. Little as anybody cer- 
tainly, but neither do I look on him as 
belonging to the family ; I am too proud of 
the name of Dumaresq to share it lightly." 

The compliment pleases Colonel Dumaresq. 
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He chuckles over it, and disregaxds the 
remainder of her speech. 

" Quite right, my dear Isabel, quite right. 
It is not a name to be careless of ; at the 
same time my son-in-law, being entirely in 
my confidence " 

" But not in mine, Uncle Henry. I may 
have secrets I have no wish for him to share, 
and I have. Will you oblige me by asking 
him to leave us to ourselves ? " 

" Oh, of course. You can havfe no objee- 
tion, my dear Theodore ; you perfectly under- 
stand " 

" Perfectly ! " says Mr. Little, in a hujffed 
voiee, as he rises from his seat, and, holding 
the paper at füll length, crackles out of the 
room. *' It is not the first time Miss Du- 
maresq has been good enough to intimate 
her dislike of my presence." 

"No," is Bell's cool rejoinder, "and it 
will probably not be the lasf But this 
little passage of arms is interchanged as they 
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pa«8 onc another, and unlieard by Calonel 

Dumare8f|. 

*' And now, my dear girl, what can you 
j>08«ibly have to say to me that poor Theo- 
dore 18 not to hear ? '' 

" A grcat deal. Aren't yon my dear 
fathcr'n own l)rother, and he but my consin's 
huH})and ? How can you draw any com- 
pariHon betwecn yourself and him?*' and 
Bell HcatB licrself upon the ann of the 
Coloncjr« chair in a very nice, confiding, 
womanly ßort of fashion. 

" Did you love my poor father very much, 
ünclc Henry ? " 

Now, if thcre is a soft place in this 
Colonors Icathcry old heart, it is for the 
mcmory of his handsome, careless, improvi- 
dent brother Frank. He was always 
quarrelling with him when he was alive, 
which rendered the news of his death the 
greater shock, when it came; and through 
all his disapprobation of BelPs independent 
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spirit he cannot help admiring the girl'B 
bravery and clevemess, and would think 
the less of her perhaps were she to give 
in to his ideas of propriety, and consent 
to live idle, a pensioner upon his bounty. 

And when she says in her coaxing voiee, 
" Did you love my poor father very much, 
üncle Henry ? " and takes the hand which 
is nearest U> her between her own, Colonel 
Dumaresq feek quite nervous as to what 
may be Coming next, and wishes to goodness 
the girl hadn't got so much of poor Frank's 
way about her. 

. "Yes, my dear, of course I did. God 
bless my soul, Bell 1 what a very extraor- 
dinary question. We were brothers, you 
know. Why, what would you have ? " 

"But brothers and cousins, and — and — 
fathers and sons, don't always care for one 
another, uncle, you know." 

"Of course not; circumstances alter 
cases. I don't mean to say that in the 
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latter part of your fether's lif e we were so 
much united as I eould have wished. But 
then, yon know, my dear, he was vety wild 
and thoughtless, and did not always re- 
member what was due to the name^ of a 
Dumaresq — 2l failing I regret to see so 
strongly reproduced in yon that it makes 
me a severer jndge, perhaps, than I should 
otherwise be/' 

" Never mind that, unele. You may 
always find as much fault with me as ever 
you like so long as you care for me a little 
at the bottom of it alL I sometimes think 
my poor father would have been the better 
for a little more scolding and a little less re- 
serve on the part of his own famüy." 

"The Dumaresqs are a reserved family, 
and they glory in it. There is nothing 
more plebeian than being * hail fellow, weU 
met/ with every stranger you encounter.'^ 

" True ; but not with one's own blood. 
üncle, if my fat;her had tumed roimd, even 
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at the eleventh hour, and done his best to 
atone for the past, would you have forgiven 

" Of course I would, my dear Isabel ; but 
why do you revert to the subjeet ? These 
old reminiscences are always so painful." 

" Then don^t lay up any more in störe for 
yourself, uncle. I have come here to-day, 
not to plead for the dead, but for the living." 

"Isabell" 

"Oh, I know you will be angry with 
me, but I must speak. Uncle, I have seen 
my Cousin Adrian, and I have heard from 
him.'' 

" I wonder you presume to come and teil 
me so," repKes Colonel Dumaresq, in a tone 
of offence, as he withdraws his hand from 
her custody, " when you know there is not 
a person in«this house who dares to mention 
that young man's name in my presence." 

" I know that there is not one brave 
enough to risk your anger by telling you 
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what it is necessary you should know ; but 
/ am brave enough, uncle. / am not a&aid 
to say that I love my poor cousin, and that 
I will stick to him to the very last." 

" Isabel, we have had a very amicable 
interview untü now. Let us end it. I 
have no wish to quarrel with you, but 
you are trespassing too much on my good 
natura" 

"If I were to stop here, uncle, you 
might regret it ever afterwards. I must teU 
you " 

"I refuse to listen," says the Colonel, 
rising. 

"That Adrian is going to be married," 
cries Bell, dashing to the climax of her news 
in Order to arrest his departure. 

Her ruse succeeds ; the surprise is so great 
that Colonel Dumaresq stops short in his 
passage to the door, and regards her 
eamestly. 

" Groing to be married ! " he ejaculates. 
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" Yes ; and to a young widow, well-bom 
and wealthy. And I had a letter from him 
only this moming, a^king me to help him to 
find some employment in London, so he 
has evidently no intention of living on hia 
wife's money, and I am sure he will try his 
utmost to redeem the past, if — ^if you will 
only help him, unde." 

Bell is quite out of breath with the ex- 
citement of her rapid pleading. 

"Going to marry — a widow — ^well-bom 
and wealthy!" is aU Colonel Dumaresq can 
utter. " That scamp — ^the habitual associate 
of thieves and blacklegs — ^who is as well- 
known on any race-course in England as a 
sovereign at the Mint. What respectable 
woman in her senses would marry him ? " 

" Oh, uncle, you are too hard upon him, 
indeed you are. Whatever his shortcomings 
may have been, he is a Dumaresq. Nothing 
can stamp that out of him,'' and Bell draws 
herseif up to her fall height, and looks as 

YOL. n. G 
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though she could do battle against the world 
in defence of the absent. 

** Unfortunately — ^for he has placed an 
indelible stain upon the name, which no 
number of succeeding generations will be 
able to wash out." 

" Not if he reforms ? " 

" He will never reform. A man who 
drinks and gambles as he does, and is as 
utterly regardless of what is due to his birth 
and Position as he is, has but one resource — 
to shoot himself." 

" Uncle, for Heaven's sake, don't say 
such things ! You frighten me." 

" You know what he has been for years 
past, and yet you can come and plead for 
him to me like this — ^to me, whose greatest 
curse and misery he has been. My son! 
amongst the lowest of the low — ^redueed to 
companionship with persons whom his father 
would not own as servants. A disgrace in 
his habits, manners, and appearance. And 
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then to thiuk he should be a Dumaresq — 
who can count back a line * of unblemished 
ancestry to the Conquest. Grood God, 
Isabel I you do not know the sujffering that 
boy has entailed on me. I have but one 
hope conceming him — ^to hear that he is 
dead and it is all over." 

" Uncle, you shall not speak like that. I 
know he has been a trouble and disgrace to 
you : he knows it too. But think of the 
circumstances — of the shock poor Conway^s 
death was to him " 

But here the Colonel, whose face at the 
mention of his dead son has become per- 
fectly rigid, puts up a trembling hand, and 
waves her into süence. 

" Forgive me ; but if you knew how he 
feels that still, I am sure your heart would 
relent towards him. And then you were 
very harsh with him, uncle. You forbad his 
mother to see or communicate with him." 

" Not untü he had disgraeed himself so 
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signalljr^ Isabel^ that communication be- 
tween lum and any one who desired to 
mamtain the Status of a lady was out of the 
question. Can you saj^ he is a fit com- 
panion for such ? See the shameful can- 
dition in which he daj:ed to present himself 
at this door the other evening, seeming aa 
though he gloried in his own miserable 
downfall." 

" He did not seem as if he gloried in it 
the next moming, uncle. I acknowledge 
that was a most unfortunate oecucrenee^ but 
it never would have happened unless you 
had refused to see him at a möre fitting 
opportunity. Oh, dear uncle, do have pity 
on him — ^your own chüd, you know. Think 
of my poor father's unhappy end, and give 
Adrian a chance of recovering the position 
he has lost." 

«What do you mean by givmg him a 
Chance ? " 

" If he comes to London to setüe down 
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respectably "with his wife, don't refuse to see 
him or to let Aunt Olive see kirn. Show 
him that yon forgive the past, and are ready 
to hold out a helping hand to him for the 
future." 

'' Isabel, such a past as his is not easily 
forgiven. He blighted all my hopes, and 
then behaved as though it were a' matter of 
the utmost indiflference to him." 

" He was Mghtened into an appearance of 
callousness by the unnatural dislike you took 
tohim. Adrian isveiywüd and thought- 
less, but he is not unaffectionate. He haa 
many good quaüties beneath the bad, and 
I am sure he is eamest now in wishing 
to do better. I don't expect you, uncle, 
to say you will receive him again on 
my representation ; but let me give him 
a little hope, just a scrap, that if he con- 
tinues to do well, you will not always be 
implacable." 

" Müch he will eare for your hope — the 

« 

scoundrel 1 " 
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" I believe he will care for it very much, 
uncle. May I send it to him ? " 

" May you say that if he mames in his 
own sphere, and commences to work, steadily 
and conscientiously/ with a firm resolve to 
reform his present vicious course of life, I 
will not refiise to see and speak with him 
upon his prospects/' 

" Yes— yes." 

" It seems stränge that I should be giving 
you this message, when but an hour ago 
I was resolved never to see his face again. 
However, as I said before, circumstances 
alter cases, and if Mr. Dnmaresq " 

" Adrian, uncle/' interposes Bell gaüy, 
though her eyes are wet with tears. 

"Mr. Duinaresq," repeats the Colonel 
stiffly. " If Mr. Dumaresq is really about 
to marry a lady, and one who can raise* him 
above want, one of my worst fears with re- 
pect to him will be dissipated. I have 
always been haunted by the dread that he 



HIS GOOD ANGEL. 23 

would crown his foUy by iutenuajriage with 
some woman of the class from whose Com- 
pany he appears to derive his greatest 
pleasure. From that at least I trust now to 
be saved." 

" Oh yes ; and, from all I hear, your future 
daughter-in-law is not only rieh, but 
beautiftd." 

"Isabel, you have said what you had to 
say ; spare me any details. You have been 
daring enough to approach a subjeet with me 
upon which I thought it impossible I could 
converse with any one ; but — but — you have 
inherited a good deal of your poor father's 
way. Let our conversation, however, now 
come to a close. It has been a very painful 
one to me ; but on the whole, perhaps, it is 
as well you mentioned it. Your duty, how- 
ever, is completed." 

^'Not quite, uncle. I am going straight 
home now to write to Adrian and teil him 
the good news. And — uncle, I suppose 
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you don't know of any work you could 
get him to do— an appointment in the 
Home Ofl&ce, for instance, or something 
nice and light of that kind ; anything, 
in fact, that is fit for a Dumaresq to under- 
take ? " 

" Isabel/' replies tbeColonel stemly, "cease 
this bantering ; it is not congenial to me. 
I have so far made a concession in your 
favour as to listen patiently to what you 
had to say, but there my indulgence ceases. 
I decline to have anything whatever to do 
with assisting the young man you allude to. 
If, by a complete reformation of habits and 
manners, he choose to try and work his way 
back to the position he once held and has so 
fatally abused, well and good. Keinstated 
in Society, I may hold out my hand to him ; 
but I refuse to help him there. I will listen 
to no promises of reformation; he must 
show me that he is reformed. Over you> 
unfortunately, I have no control ; but then 
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—and not tiU then— wiU I permit his mother 
and sister to renew their intercourse with one 
who, as an acquaintance, wonld not be con- 
sidered worthy of being admitted to the 
family circle." 

All the light has faded from Bell Duma- 
resq's gkd eyes. 

" You are liard, üncle Henry," slie repeats ; 
*' you are very hard. The point which .you 
insist Adrian must attain before you vouch- 
safe him your notice — ^the favour of society 
— ^is so smooth a declivity as you roll down 
it, so toilsome and wearisome a road to 
ascend again, his patienee will be well- 
nigh exhausted — ^his life may be over before 
he reaches the summit." 

"Not with such a wife and fortune as 
you teil me he is about to gain." 

*' Well, we will hope not. We will trust 
that this maniage may tum out to be one 
stroke of good luck for him, poor boy 1 He 
has not had too many." 
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'' You appear to be as much attached to 
this young man as ever, notwithstanding 
bis diflgracefiil conduct/' lemarks her uncle 
with something of a sneer. 

Bell's bosom heaves, and her eyes glisten. 

" Yes, I am attached to him," she answers 
boldly ; " more than ever since there are so 
few to stand up for, or love him. Why 
should I not be ? We loved each other as 
little children, and he has never injured me» 
He is always the kindest of the kind when 
we meet, and I am wretched when I think 
that " 

" There, there, Isabel ! that will do. We 
have discussed this very unpleasant topic 
sufficiently. Your aunt must be expecting 
me by this time, and I have really not read 
a line yet of the summary of news. Good 
moming, my dear. Please dry your eyes : 
I don't like to see you waste your tears 
upon so unworthy an object, and a lady — 
a lady, my dear — should never permit her 
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emotion to get the better of her, except on 
strictly legitimate oecasions. Now, do go 
home and change that hat. You can have 
no idea how painful it is to me to see you 
pay so little consideration to hs hiens^ncea 
de la sociSte. Dear, dear ! and you a 
Dumaresq, too ! " 

"Good-bye, uncle. Fll be sure and put 
on a bonnet next time I come to see you. 
YouVe not been quite so amiable as I could 
have wished, but — ^yes, I think you deserve 
a kiss," taking his face between her two 
hands, and bestowing a smart infliction on 
his cheriahed whisker, "for, after all, you 
were better than I expected ; but " — ^in a 
loud whisper — " don't forget he's your own 
child, uncle — ^your only son ! '' 

But all the answer Bell receives to this 
last Suggestion is contained in a fine view of 
her uncle's back as he tums abruptly from 
her embrace and stalks out of the room. 

Then she hurries through the hall and 
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home again, thinking of Adrian all the way. 
It is evident bis £ftther will not help liinL 
Oan she do so ? She revolves all manner 
of plans in her busy head bb she is 
Walking, but can think of nothing suitable 
or likely to be obtained, until — ^a bright 
thought strikes her. A bright thought for 
Adrian, that is to say — ^not for heiself, for 
its accomplishment involves a certain amount 
of sacrifice on her part. She seems resolved 
to try for it, however, for instead of sending 
her coTisin a letter at once, as she intended 
doing, she puts oflF writing to him until she 
shall have retumed from her appointment 
in the city. As she Starts to hold it, dressed 
in the plum-coloured suit, on the beauties of 
which she enlarged so graphically to her 
uncle, she certainly does look too young and 
too pretty to be running about town by 
herseif But there is a gravity and sedate- 
ness of deportment about Bell, when engaged 
upon the transaction of business so alien to 
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her natural disposition^ that no one has yet 
been found daring enough to take advantage 
of her youth or beauty. And she thinks 
too little of her own appearance to attract 
notice (as so many do), because she is ccm- 
scious she desenres it. So she enters the 

Offices of Messrs. ß and Co. with all 

the eamest importance of one who knows 
what she has to expect, and finds herseif 
ushered without • delay into the presence of 
the head of the firm. 

" Miss Dumaresq, I believe," he says, ex- 
amining her card, " author of " ^ Cesarine/ 
Oharmed to know you, madam ; have already 
' made a most pleasant acqnaintance with 
you through your works. Beg you'll take a 
chair.'' 

He is a fat, fiissy Uttle man, with a 
smiling red face, and short grey haar upon 
his head like the bnstles of a toothbruah; 
and as he Stands before her with his back to 
the ßie, he rubs his hands incessanüy. 



M 
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" I have come, Mr. K , as you know, 

to speak about your reader's appointment. 
Is it a lucrative one ? " 

-Ah, very fair, very fair; but sharp 
work. We only keep one, and pay by the 
manuscript. You may reckon it at three 
hundred a year or thereabout. The MSS. 
come in sometimes by dozens, sometimcs by 
hundreds. You know the sort of thing. 
Been used to it ? " 

" I am used to reviewing, which is much 
the same, and I believe I am considered a 
sharp critic. But to teü you the truth, 

Mr. R , I don't want this appointment 

for myself." 

** Not for yourself — ^very stränge I Your 
letter said for yourself, didn't it ? I under- 
stood it so." 

" Yes, it did ; but since then I have been 
tuming the matter over in my mind, and I 
really think I have as much work as I can 
imdertake at present." 
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" I am sony to hear it, because " 

" But look here, Mr. E ;' eagerly, " I 

have a coiisiu — a gentleman — ^in want of 
just this sort of employment, and if you 
could give the appointment to him instead, 
I would guarantee the business is properly 
attended to. It would be much the same 
thing, wouldn't it ? " 

The publisher laughs. 

"Not quite, Miss Dumaresq, not quite. 
K you don't accept it, it goes to Mr. 
Lewishall. Mr. Lewishall was very highly 
recommended to us, very highly, and he's 
eager for the place; but your publisher, 
Mr. Levington— who is an old friend of 
ours — spoke so favourably of your abili- 
ties, and your aptitude for business, that 
we were inclined to give you the refasal 
— but only the refusal, mind, only the 
refiisal." 

BeU's face becomes perplexed. 

" I am sure it was very kind of Mr. Lev- 
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ington. He always is kind to me ; but — " 
here her perplexity clears away a litüe 

— "well then, Mr. E ^ I wiU take 

it. It would be a thousand pities to lose 
Buch a Chance." 

■ 

"And you are sure you will have the 
necessary time?" observes the publisher; 
" it takes a good deal, remember." 

" Oh yes ; I shall have to relinquish some 
of my other engagements. You may rely 

OD me for one thing, Mr. E ^ what I 

undertake, I cfo / " 

" That is just what Mr. Levington told 
US, and what determined us to oflfer you the 
appointment. We've been sadly hindered 
by want of punctuality and attention lately. 
You are very punctual, I understand, Miss 
Dumaresq? '' 

" I'm punctuality itself, Mr. E ," she 

retums, laughing, " and will never keep you 
waiting a moment beyond the time. Are 
we to consider it settled, then ? " 
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" Qoite so. When will you be leady to 
enter upon office ? " 

'* I will take a batch of MSS. home now 
with me, if jou like. And the salarjr is 
tliree hundred a year, you say ? " 

" More or less, madam — ^more or less ; " 
and then the bargain is concluded, and Mr. 

E Orders some five or six novels in 

manuscript to be put into the cab, and Bell 
drives home with her feet upon the paxcel, 

appointed reader to the firm of E and 

Co. 

Has she, then, forgotten Adrian ? Listen 
to her thoughts. 

" It will benefit him as much in the end/* 
she ponders, as the hansom rattles her back 
to the Regent's Park. "I will take the 
work up for the present; and when he 
comes to town he can read for me, and I 
will band him over the honorarium. Better 
that way, perhaps, than if he started on bis 
own account, because I can keep an eye 

VOL. II. D 
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over him, and see tliat he woiks honestly. 
And aoice his wife has a fbrtime, so long as 
he does scHnething, it reaU j cannot matter 
to him how much he leceiTes for his labonr.'' 
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CHAPTER IL 

A SLIGHT DILEMMA. 

So she sits down that evening, and writes to 
him as follows : — 

" My Deab Adrian, 

"Your letter expressing so 
€amest a desire to obtain employment in 
London gave me much pleasure. I am 
rejoiced to hear you are Coming amongst us 
all again, and I am sure that you will derive 
great satisfaction and contentment from the 
pursuance of some honest, steady work. 
Appointments, however, as you know, are 
not to be had every day, though I really 
think I have already hit on something to 
suit you. Do you know what a reader is ? 
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A man or woman, generally a literary 
person, kept by the Publishing firms, and 
paid by the year, or the volume, to read all 
MSS. received, and decide whether they are 
worth publication. It is not light work, 
for readiBg MS. is trying to the eyes, and 
you cannot choose your own time in which 
to do it; but you soon get accustomed to 
it, and it can be carried on at home. Now, 
I know you are not a reading man ; but you 
have had a good education, and if you apply 
your mind to it, you will soon be able to 
judge correctly of the public taste. And I 
shall be here to help you; indeed, I am 
doing the work now, and can put you 
thoroughly in the way before handing it 
over. You can eam two or three hundred 
a year by it if you choose, but it will depend 
entirely on your own industry. However, I 
will not dilate further on this subject ; the 
work is yours, if you decide to take it ; but 
I*must talk to you, and explain matters 
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thoroiighly befoie you make up your mind, 
Meanwliile, I have a much better piece of 
newB for you than this. I saw your father 
this momiiig^ and we had a long canversa- 
tion abotit your plans^ and I feel sure, 
Adrian, if yoü once setüe down Bteadüy. 
that it will be all right between you. I am 
eertain he is only waiting for a favourable 
opportunity to shake hands and make it up 
agaiiL I Said more to him to-day than I 
have ever dared to say before, and he 
Hstened with the greatest patience. Now, 
don't sneer and say it's all humbug, but 
think what an immense advantage it will be 
to you at this tuming point in your life, and 
to all connected with you, to be on good 
terms with your own famüy. 

"Good-bye, dear Adrian; I shall expect 
to have a very gratefol letter in retum for 
this. 

" Ever your aflfectionate cousin, 

" Isabel Dumaresq.'' 
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When Adrian receives this letter he is 
saunteriBg about an orchis and cowsUp 
bespangled meadow at the back of Kellick's 
cottage, bis pipe in bis moutb, and Aura by 
bis side. It is one of tbose suddenly brigbt 
and warm aftemoons tbat burst upon us 
now and tben in tbe spring time of our 
capricious climate ; and be bas been pacing 
tbe tbick, new grass for tbe last two bonrs, 
communing witb bis own tbougbts, or 
watcbing Aura as sbe gatbers nosegays of 
wild flowers, or peers into tbe bedges for 
birds' nests, and tbinking wbat a cbüd sbe is 
tbe wbile^-once be teils ber so. 

" You baby I " be says, balf in eamest and 
half in play, as she fastens Httle bunches of 
blue violets, and golden cowslips, and butter- 
coloured primroses in eacb button-bole of bis 
rougb tweed suit. Aura takes it all in 
eamest. 

'^ Am I?" sbe says in a voice of dis- 
appointment, as ber face falls. 
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" Of course you axe. A very nice baby ; 
but a baby for all that/' 

" Oh, I wish you didn't think so, Adrian I " 

She has leamed to say the awftd name by 
this time ; but it comes out very diflädently, 
and as though she were addressing a most 
superior being — ^as indeed, in the innocence 
of her heart, she fully believes him to be. 

" Why not, chicken ? " 

" Because I want to be a help to you ; 
to remember what you like best, and to 
have it ready when you want it ; and to run 
on all your errands, and to nurse you when 
you're ill, and " 

Her ambition can soar no higher than this. 

"And to make me ill with the smell of 
these nauseous cowslips," he retorts, laugh- 
ing, as he coolly jerks them out of his 
button-hole upon the meadow grass again, 
" in Order that you may have the pleasure of 
nursingme, eh, Aura?" 

" Oh no, Adrian ; you know I didn't 
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mean that ; but if I'm such a baby, how am 
I to do these things ? " 

" Beautifully, ducken ; you'U do them to 
perfection. What a cbild it is ! '' and he 
takes one hand &om his coat pocket to put 
it round her slender waist, whilst he bends 
down patronizingly to bestow a smoky kiss 
upon her. 

" DonHy Adrian I " she says imploringly, 
alluding to the expression he haß used, 
whilst her pretly Ups twist themselves into 
the very shadow of a pout. 

" Well then, I won't," he answers, as he 
withdraws his hand again and thrusts it 
back into his coat pocket "Just as you 
like, baby." 

Aura tums away and searches attentively 
in the grass for nothing at aU, lest he should 
see the tears of vexation which have nsen to 
her eyes, whilst Adrian recommenceQ his 
lazy patrol, and becomes once more absorbed 
in the pleasures of tobacco. 
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'' Oh, how haadsome he is I how kind, 
bow good, and how clever I" thinks poor 
litüe Aura, as her adoring gaze follows the 
footsteps of her deity, now some paces in 
front of her. '^ Of course I must seem like a 
child to him; the only wonder is that he 
should ever think of me at alL'' And then, 
as Adrian tums back and walks towards her 
again, she goes to meet him. 

"Adrian/* she says timidly, "don't be 
augry. I shouldn't have said that. I will 
be a child or a baby, or anything you like, 
so that you love me.'' 

He looks surprised ; he has not given the 
subject another thought. 

" Of course you will, chickey 1 " he says, 
as he places his band for a moment on her 
head. " You couldn't help it if you tried." 

It is at this moment that Job KeUick 
enters the field, on his retum firom Doncaster, 
where he has been on business. 

'^ I was getting my own letters üom the 
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post oflSce, SO I thought I might as well 
bring yours, Mr. Dumrick/' he says, as he 
gives him the epistle with which this chapter 
opens. 

Adrian reads it, and blushes with pleasure 
— everything seems to be tuming out for the 
best after all. 

" Any good news there, sir ? " remarks 
Kellick, who has never presumed to alter 
his mode of address to his future son-in-law. 

" Very good news I The feiend I spoke 
to you about the other day as likely to help 
me in finding employment writes to say 
there is an appointment waiting for me, 
worth — let me see — yes, worth three 
himdred a year. I must go up to town 
at once and see about it.'' 

" Ah, that is good news — eh, Aura ? " 

The girl colours and is silent ; only now 
and then she casts a furtive glance towards 
her lover's face. 

" The best of news !" (It is Adrian who 
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answers him.) " I believe I must havc 
been intended for a respectable character 
after all, for I am sick and tired of an idle 
life, and look forward to anything like work 
with pleasTire ; besides, I have many friends 
left to me in town y et ; and once fairly settled 
there, I shall look them all up again. What 
a Strange new life it will seem to me now. 
Dinners! why, I haven't eaten a decent 
dinner for the last five years ; and as for 
ladies, I don't believe I shall know how 
to behave when I go amongst them." 

This Observation does not appears par- 
ticularly to please Kellick. 

" Well, I don't suppose there's so much 
difference between one decent woman and 
another," he grumbles ; " and as for dinners, 
rd rather eat my own meat any day than 
lay under an Obligation to my friends — ^but 
no two is of the same opinion. I suppose 
you'll wish the marriage to take place 
before you settle yourself in London, Mr. 
Dumrick ? " 
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"Father, donHT^ interposes Aura im- 
ploringly. 

" The mamage ! Grood heavens I of course. 
I declare I had forgotten all about it. When 
ahall it be, chic^en ? — to-morrow ? " 

*^ Why, I thought yon were bent on going 
np to see after this appointment first," 
remarks Kellick, who takes everything that 
is Said in sober eamest *' Why not stick to 
your Word ? I hate shiffcmg and changing, 
and it's not fair to give the girl such 
short notice. Now, look herö, let's fix 
the wedding for this day fortnight, and 
that'll give you ample time to do your 
business between whiles. What do you say, 
Aura ? " 

But Aura says nothing and does nothing 
€xcept hang her head. 

" Why fix such an early day, if Aura 
doesn't fancy it ? " interposes the bride- 
groom expectant. 'Tm sure there's no 
hurry. I'll wait for a year if it pleases her." 
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" Well, I don't know what Aura's made 
of, but I shouldn't think it would plcase 
her to hear you say so. Wait for a year, 
indeed ! That's a pretty sort of thing for 
a lover to say. If the girl had any spirit, 
she'd keep you waiting for more than one 
year, or two either, to my thinking." 

" But Aura wouldn't be so cruel," replies 
Adrian, with one of bis most fascinating 
smiles. 

"Now, girl, speak out your mind, and 
teil what you do . want," says her father 
roughly. 

" Oh, father dear, I don't know ; I don't 
want anything, except that it shall be as Ae 
wishes," in a low voiee. 

" Well, Fm blest if there ain't a pair of 
you, and one as incomprehensible as the 
other. Well, Mr. Dumrick, Fm going in, 
but I shall be glad to hear this litüe matter 
is settled when we meet again,*' and, with 
a significant glance at his daughter, Job 
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Kellick roUs back to the cottage. Adrian 
knows well what that glance means. 

" Come here, Aura," he says as her father 
disappears. She comes as meekly as an 
unweaned lamb. 

" Will this day fortaiight be too soon for 
you ? " 

" Not if you wish it/' 

" But it is for you to deeide. You will 
not be afraid to trust yourself altogether to 
me, Aura ? " 

" Oh, Adrian ! " and down come her Ups 
upon the hand she holds. 

" To leave home with me alone, and to 
live with me alone always. It will be 
terribly dull, you know ; sometimes I shall 
be busv, and sometimes I shall be cross 
and silent, and you will have no one to 
run to and teil all your troubles, and what 
a disagreeable husband you have, and how 
disappointed you are with it aU/' 

"I shall have you^' she whispers, and 
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there is such a heaven of love and trust 
in the look which accompanies the words, 
that it touches the heart of the man to 
whom it is addressed in a manner that no 
otiier look has the power to do. 

" Then it shall be this day fortnight," he 
answers gaily. " Oh dear, oh dear I how 
dreadfully soon I am going to be taken in 
and. done for." 

As they enter the cottage, and Aura 
escapes to her own room, he apprises Kellick 
of their decision. 

" It's all settled, Kellick ; this day fort- 
night/' 

" Glad to hear it, Mr. Dumrick ; hate 
anything like shilly-shally. And when do 
you propose to go up to London, sir ? ^' 

"To-morrow moming, by the first 
train." 

" Is there any need of such hurry ? ^' 

" I think so. Fm particularly anxious 
to see the friend who wrote me this Ictter/' 
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**A day or two ean't make much dif- 
farence, surely." 

"I feel I must go to-morrow, never- 
tibeless," 

And indeed, f or the rwiainder of the time 
he stayB there he can talk of nothing but 
his visit to Londcm and bis cousin Isabel 
The receipt of her letter has put everything 
out of bis head except the thought of seeing 
her again. 

The blossosm-bedecked m^wiows with 
tlieir fresh sighte aad souixcb, and Aura's 
flower face, which is scarcely less ümocent 
in its expression than the primroses and 
Tiolete, suffer total ecUpse m his estimation 
at the idea of breathing the heated aar of 
London, and rattling over its noisy, bray 
atreets. 

He is restless, animated, and yet iinea3y 
for the remainder of the evening; and, on 
pretence of making preparations for bis 
departure, qnits the cottage early. Even 
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then, when Aura rises nervously to receive 
his farewell embrace, and he hears her 
murmured blessing, and feels her, as before, 
change from a child to a woman beneath 
the influence of emotion — even then, 
though he kisses her delicately moulded 
cheeks and fair forehead more than once, 
and assures her he will lose no time in 
Coming back again — his thoughts are hurry- 
ing on before him to the house in Eegent's 
Park, and to the welcome Bell will give him 
when they meet. And as the train bears 
him towards London on the following day, 
he feels — although he doesn't qnite know 
why he should do so — as if he were going 
home. 

Bell is in her own writing-room when he 
arrives, and the maid who opens the door to 
him " doesn't think that Mißs Dumaresq will 
see any one/' But when his cousii^ hears 
his voice, she hurries to the top of the stairs 
and begs him to come up, and ushers him 

VOL. II. E 
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into her sanctum and puts him in the seat 
of honoTir. 

Such a quaint little room as it is, so like 
its owner in the heterogeneous characters of 
its belongings and the pictures that adorn 
its walls, where oil paintings, photographs, 
prints, and water colours keep Company to- 
gether. Individually, Bell has good taste, 
but she buys everything she fancies, whether 
it is appropriate to her room or not, and 
declares she can admire each of her favourites 
separately, and does not find they sufier 
from her incongruous Classification. In 
consequence, a marble group of the Holy 
Mother and Child, which Stands lipon her 
mantelpiece, is flanked on x)ne side by a 
Flemish cruche, and on the other by Vol- 
taire's bust, in real old Roman bronze, whilst 
a pair of mediaeval brass candlesticks, one 
or two Venetian glasses, and some framed 
photographs of her friends (Adrian amongst 
the number), complete its decoration. There 
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are books everywhere, of course — in fact, the 
littlB den is lined with books, and a sub- 
stantial writing table which, with the ma- 
hogany chair before it, looks as thongh it 
had been made for some office in the city, 
Stands in the centre of the room. It is very 
•convenient for the transaction of business, 
and the thick carpet and curtains give it a 
comfortable, staid appearance, but it is more 
like a man's room in its arrangement than a 
woman's, and so most people who enter it 
observe. Adrian thinks it looks cosy enough, 
however, as he sinks down into the leather 
armchair, and Stretches his feet out before 
the fire, which Bell is still keeping up, thongh 
.more from custom than inclination. 

'' Well, Bell, here I am again, you see. I 
<iouldn't resist running up to speak to you 
about your letter. But what have you been 
doing to yourself since we parted ? You 
look fagged." 

"Fagged! and at the very commence- 
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ment of the season — oh, Adrian, what a 
calumny I I may look a little tired, but 
it is nothing more than usual. I am work- 
ing rather hard just now, in order to get 
my new novel out by the middle of next 
month." 

" But why do you let these fellows tie 
you down to time ? " 

" I am only too thankful that these fellows, 
as you call them, should be ready to take 
my book as soon as completed. It's the 
want of money that compels me, Adrian — 
money, that curse of the worid. If we were 
aU rieh, Tm sure fewer of us would be 
wicked/' 

" Well, there's only one point on which 
IVe ever agreed with my respected father, 
Isabel, and that is, that women should never 
be subjeeted to the necessity of supporting 
themselves." 

" A capital theory, Adrian, but very poor 
practice," says Bell ruefolly, which, con- 
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sidering he holds at this moment a hundred 
and fifty pounds of hers, that would have 
prevented the necessity of her toiling 
beyond her strength in order to meet 
her quarter's buk, is a remark that 
will bear analyzation as well as most. 
"However/' she continues, "you are not 
here to talk about my affairs, but your own. 
How do you like the idea of the reader- 
ship ? " 

"I like it awfully, of course, though I 
don't quite understand what it's all about. 
It seems deuced little to get three hundred a 
year for/' 

" Wait tili youVe tried it," cries Bell, 
laughing, " and then talk about your ' deuced 
Utile.' It's no play, I can teil you, Adrian ; 
but if you don't care to take it all, I thought 
that we might share the work and profits. 
The money will not be so much consideration 
to you as the employment." 

" Oh, won't it ? " retums the young man 
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hastily ; " not that I want to take it away 
from you, Bell " 

"I only accepted it on your accoimt^ 
although I was obliged to do so in my 

own name — Mr. E wouldn't have 

given it to me otherwise — ^but it will be 
all the same. We have been nsed to share 
our good things, have we not?" she says, 
as she looks at him affectionately. He leaves 
his seat and crosses to her. 

"You are too kind to me, Bell. How 
shall I repay it ? " 

"Keep the secret, Adrian ; if you let the 
cat out of the bag, it will be death and 
destruction to us both. And now I will 
explain it all to you." And thereupon the 
Cousins sit down with their heads close to- 
gether, while Bell gives Adrian a practical 
view of what will be expected of him, and 
makes him comprehend that the three grand 
qualifications for a reader are — plenty of 
time, plenty of patience and perseverance. 
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and the ability to appreciate a good thing 
when he sees it. 

" The first and the last will come easy to 
you, Adrian. Time you will have more of 
than you know what to do with ; and if 
you can't discriminate between a clever book 
and a stupid one, you're no cousin of mine. 
But Tm not so sure about the patience or 
the perseverance, eh ? " 

The young man laughs uneasily. 

" WeU, I don't know. I think Tve shown 
myself to be rather persevering than other- 
wise in going the wrong way, perhaps I may 
display the same virtues when Fm set upon 
the right." 

^' Oh, Adrian, how I hope it ! " says Bell 
eamestly. " And you wish it, do you not ? 
you are anxious to get upon the right way 
and keep there ? " 

" I certainly wish it," replies Adrian, as he 
helps himself to some claret, which the maid 
has just brought in for his refreshment. 
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" I was sure of it. And now, Adrian, 
comes my grand news. I have told yonr 
father abont your intended marriage, and he 
is not displeased." 

" He thinks it will be a good thing for me ? " 

" He did not say so, bnt I could see he 
thought it. He wouldn't beUeve for a long 
time that it was true." 

"Ah, thinks me too much of a scamp, 
I suppose, and is snrprised that any woman 
wül take me." 

" Why look at it in such an nnpleasant 
light? These unexpected aimoiincements 
are always staxtling at first;.and marriage 
is — is — such a very serious affair. But 
when I told him all about it, that she is 
a young widow, well oflF, and in your own 

Station of life What's the matter, 

Adrian ? " for the claret glass, which he 
has just emptied, comes down on the table 
beside him with such energy that its frail 
stem is snapped. 
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"Nothing — except that I have broken 
your claret glass. Fm awfully sorry, Bell" 

"It's the worst taste in the world, my 
dear, to make apologies about accidents; 
never mind the glass. Where was I ? Oh 
yes ; what your father said was this, that 
since you were going to marry a lady, one 
of his worst fears with respect to you was 
dispelled." 

" Eubbish ! I thought his fears only 
ended at the gallo ws ? " 

" Now, Adrian, be quiet 1 He says he has 
always been haunted by the dread that you 
might marry some woman from a class 
inferior to your own. It is a very natural 
dread, Adrian. You know how easily you 
men are taken in.'' 

*'But what earthly difiference would it 
make to him ? '' 

"All the difference in the world. How 
can you talk such nonsense ! I feel quite 
angry with you ! It is not the woman her- 
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selfihat signifieSy it is the men and women 
that come after her. But never mind that 
now. I told Uncle Henry that Mrs. Staple- 
ton was everything that could be desired — 
rieh, beautiful, and accomplished — and that 
you were desperately in love with her. Wa& 
that right ? " 

** Quite right. What did he say to it ? " 
" That if you married in your own sphere 
of life, and commenced to worksteadily and 
conscientiously, he would — ^he would — ^you 
know, Adrian — be very glad to make it all 
np with you." 

'' Exceedingly obliged to him, Tm sure ! " 
" Now, you're going to be hard and nasty, 
and waste all my time and labour. You 
could scarcely expect more than that at first^ 
Adrian. I was surprised he said so much." 
'' So am I— very much surprised." 
" You would be glad to be on good terms 
with him again, and to be able to see your 
poor mother, I am sure." 
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" Oh, deKghted ! " 

BeU throws herseif back in her chair, with 
a look on her face as though she were very 
much inclined to cry. 

"Any way, I have done what I could, 
and the rest must be leffc to yourself. 
But I am sure Uncle Henry meant more 
than he said, and that he only waits for the 
assurance that you are anxious to meet him 
half- way, to receive you back again as his 
only son should be received. When are you 
going to be married ? " 

"Inafortnight." 

" So soon ? " 

" What's the good of delay when a thing's 
settled ? And I shall bring my wife straight 
up to town, Bell. Fm very anxious that 
you should know her." 

" I shall be very glad to know her and to 
be her friend, if she will permit me. Is she 
a very dignified personage, Adrian ? '' 

*' Dignified ? Good Lord ! about as 
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dignified as a mouse, or a sparrow. She's the 
most timid, imaflfected creature in the world." 

^vEeaUyl" 
She can't say boh ! to a goose." 
How Strange ! I had conceived such a 
different notion of her." 

*^What, of Aura?" 

" Au» ! I thought her name was 
Blanche." 

Here he remembers and is silent. He 
has got into a scrape, and doesn't know 
how to extricate himsel£ He tries force. 

" Blanche ! My dear girl, whatever put 
such an idea into your head ? " 

"You did, Adrian. You called her 
Blanche Stapleton the first time you spoke 
of her to me." 

Force is no use, he tums to stratagem. 

" This comes of my stupid trick of calling 
people out of their proper names. She's 
very fair, and I suppose that suggested 
Blanche to me. Her real name is Aura." 
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But he doesn't lie naturally, and Bell's 
keen eyes are fixed upon him all the 
while. 

" An uncommon name ! '' is all the re- 
mark she makes, and his confusion has 
time to get the better of itself before he 
answers. 

*' Yes ; it's short for AnreUa, which I 
conld never stand. She's such a child in 
appearance that I generally call her ^ baby. 

*^How very early she mnst have been 
left a widow ! " says Miss Dumaresq ; and 
then Adrian rises and thinks, with a 
heightened colour, that it is time he was 
making some sort of arrangements for pass- 
ing the night. Bnt he promises to retum 
to their seven o'clock dinner, and leaves the 
house, qnite undecided what he shall do 
with respect to the dilemma in which he 
finds himself. 

Bell's last assertion with respect to his 
father's readiness to receive him back " as 
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bis only son should be received/' has taken 
fast hold of his imagination, and the prospect, 
notwithstanding his careless pretence to the 
contrary, is very pleasing to him. To what 
Status in society might he not have risen, 
restored to his parents' favonr and with 
Blanche Stapletoü for a wife. A curse on 
the shortsighted stnpidity which has caused 
him to make a Wunder at the most important 
era of his life ! 

But it is not necessary to blazon out his 
folly to the world at once. It will be more 
prudent for him to wait and see what time 
and chance may do for him. His mafriage 
has nothing to do with the employment 
Bell has found for him, and it will be time 
enough to disclose the truth when his family 
proflFer any civility that may be consequent 
upon it. The contingency will, in all pro- 
babüity, never arise. Meanwhile, his secret 
is his own, and therefore he is exceedingly 
particular what he says to his cousin during 
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the evening that ensues, and keeps his Ups 
hermetically sealed whenever the subject 
of women or of marriage is bröught upon 
the tapis. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

HE IS MARRIED. 

Enoügh has already been written with re- 
gard to Adrian Dumaresq to show how 
easily his opinions and feelings are swayed 
by the persons with whom he is brought in 
contact. In the presence of Mrs. Stapleton 
he is passionate, remorsefiil, and unrestrained; 
with Bell Dumaresq, subdned and almost 
practica! ; whilst, nnder the influence of the 
innocent child he has pledged himself to 
marry, he becomes stränge, nncomfortable, 
and ill at ease, simply because her pure 
affection makeg him ashamed of himself and 
the World in which he has lived. He is un- 
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Stahle as water, which is about the worst 
thing a mortal can be. A man may possess 
every inclination to do, ngbt, and live 
virtuously, but if he is weak he is sure to be 
wicked. The rule applies equally to women ; 
but they are not so generaUy exposed to 
temptation as the other sex, and they oftener 
carry the talisman of memory with which to 
ward off danger. A woman Jives in the 
past (if she is old enough to have had a 
past), but a man lives in the present, and 
requires something more tangible than 
memory to prevent his grasping the good 
that comes to his hand. So Adrian Du- 
maresq is half-a-dozen men with half-a- 
dozen minds between the day he parts 
with Bell Dumaresq and that which sees 
him bound to Aura Kellick. His cousin, 
with a view to keeping him to his resolve to 
work, sends him several letters during that 
period, and every time he hears from her he 
resolves upon a different course of action. 

VOL. II. P 
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First, he will teil her all about his rupture 
with Blanche Stapleton, and the reason of 
his engagement to Aurelia, he feels so cer- 
tain of her help and sympathy in this, as in 
everything eise ; then, again, he remembei^ 
Bell's straightforward frankness, and thinks 
it will be better to defer the disclosure until 
she shall have seen his wife, and be able to 
report favourably of her at head-quarters. 
Other circumstances, too, combine to worry 
and distract hun. Once, when he is stroUing 
out in the open country with Aura, far away, 
as he imagines, from any prying eyes but 
those of a few labourers as they plod home 
from work, he comes upon Blanche Staple- 
ton, sitting all alone in her pony-chaise, and 
Walking her little steeds along the dusty 
road. She does not speak to or notice 
Adrian, but she flashes one look of mingled 
contempt and rage and hatred on him, as 
they pass, that frightens Aura. 

" Who is that lady, Adrian?" she demands 
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with bated breath, as the sound of the 
carriage wheels dies away in the distance ; 
*^ and what have you done to her that she 
should look at you in that way ? " 

** Done to her ! What an absurd question j 
I wish you'd leam to pick your words a 
little better, Aura. Done to her! what 
should I have done to her, except it be not 
to admire her so much as she could wish ? " 
'* You know her, then ? '* 
" A little. She is Mrs. Stapleton." 
*^Mrs. Stapleton, the beautiful young 
widow father speaks of, who lites at 
Eothesay House ? And you know her? How 
Strange ! Why didn't she bow to you ? " 
" Perhaps she didn't see me." 
" Oh, Adrian ! when she was staring at 
you all the time. Is it — could it be, do you 
think, because / was with you ? " 

^^ Why should that make any difference ? " 

" She may be proud, you know — ^father 

says she is — and not choose to notice you 
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for fear it might seem as though she were 
noticing me^ 

It is a very humble little speech, but not 
one calculated to soothe the feelings of a 
man who is just pondering on the awful 
sacrifice he is about to make in manying the 
Speaker. 

"I wish you wouldn't talk such folly 
— you irritate me, Aura, with your 
absurd humility. IVe told you again and 
agaiü that when I marry you I shall raise 
you to my own Station, and if you behave 
as a lady no one will dare to speak or 
think of you as anything eise. Do you 
understand 1 " 

"Yes, Adrian." 

"Then don't let me have to teil you of 
it again." 

She takes it all as meekly as though it 
were her due, and walks by his side in 
utter silence, while he smokes and thinks, 
and becomes more diseontented every 
minute. 
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But when they have reached home again, 
and he throws himself down with a grum- 
bling sigh into the easy chair she wheels 
forward for his convenience, and the sweet 
soul, having fetched the slippers whieh he 
keeps there, kneels down upon the sanded 
floor to iinlace his dusty boots, his better 
nature comes to her relief. 

" No, Aura — ^no," he exclaims, as he sits 
upright, " Fll be whipped if you shall do 
that for me." 

" Oh, let me ! " she says imploringly ; and 
though he laughs and unlaces them himself, 
and kicks them off into a comer, she still 
remains in the same attitude, with her soft 
cheek pressed to his rough coat sleeve, while 
he smokes on, and aeeepts her adoration. 
Yet it worries hün, though he is ashamed to 
confess it even to himself ; but the sight of 
Blanche Stapleton has called forth all the old 
longing into life again, for wealth and 
luxury. Now that he has resigned her too, 
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he is beginniiig to feel a Kttle sentimental on 
the subject, which he never did before, and 
to fancy that his feelings are to be included 
in the sacrifice ; and so he makes out a very 
fair case for self-pity, as he smokes in the 
armchair ; and, between silence and short 
answers, poor Aura has rather a rough time 
of it that evening, and is ahnost relieved 
when the moment comes to say good night, 
and she can carry her despondent little 
spirits off to bed. 

But the next moming has dispersed the 
cloud. The post brings a cordial letter from 
Bell Dumaresq, with the intelligence that 
she has found a pretty set of rooms for them, 
just four and a servant's attie, overlooking 
the park, and at a very moderate rent; 
shall she secure them or not ? And though 
the rent, which would be little enough for 
the happy possessors of two thousand a 
year, is double what a man with one 
thousand in hard cash and his own soft 
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brains to depend upon should give, Adrian 
naturally accepts the offer, and writes back 
to bis Cousin to engage tbem at once; a 
month's rent in advance being, of course, no 
object to one in bis circumstances. And 
tben be begins to tbink bow pretty Aura 
will look in tbem, and bow pleasant it will 
be to bave Bell dropping in at all bours to 
talk witb bim, until be tbinks bimself into 
tbe most beaming complacency witb all tbe 
World, and surprises Kellick witb bis 
affability and good spirits. But not so 
Aura ; sbe is only surprised wben be mani- 
fests tbe weak side of bis cbaracter, and no 
amount of virtue displayed on Adrian's paxt 
could make ber believe but tbat be was 
simply following tbe natural beut of bis 
inclinations. It is a very nice tbing to be 
adored; but if we want to keep it up it 
entails a formidable amount of swindling. 

Tbe last trial tbat assails Adrian at tbis 
period is on bis wedding-day. He bas 
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manfully resisted all KeUick's attempts for a 
public mamage in Doncaster, where every 
Jockey and stable-boy would have assembled 
to see "Kellick's filly put in double bar- 
ness," and has gained bis own way im 
having a very private and unconspicuous 
ceremony performed at a quiet village some 
twenty, miles off, from wbich be intends to 
take Aura to Matlock for a fortnigbt, before 
installing ber in tbe rooms in Regent's Park. 
Job KeUick bas bad more tban one 
gnimble at tbe sbabby arrangement. He 
bas dreamt scores of times of seeing bis girl 
Standing at tbe altar arrayed in wbite satin 
and orange blossoms, like a " real lady," and 
it burts bis sense of propriety to give ber 
away dressed in piain traveUing costume and 
a bat and black featbers — ^and wben sbe is 
going to marry a swell, too ! But Mr. 
Dumrick bas told ber be wisbes it to be so, 
and of course tbere's no tuming tbe cbild 
from wbat he tbinks. Tbe only comfort 
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left to Kellick is that the marriage is with- 
out spectators, and he can talk as big of 
" Mrs. Dumrick " as he thinks fit when he 
gets back to Doncaster. 

Adrian is quite unprepared, however, for 
the scene that follows his espousals. He has 
looked upon his marriage in a very careless 
light hitherto ; as a business, in fact, by 
which every one connected will be benefited 
but himself ; and is astonished to find that 
when it comes to the actual parting, Aura 
and her father seem to consider it as almost 
a misfortune. 

The bookmaker's grief, indeed, is subdued 
and in a great measure sustained by the 
pride with which he sees his daughter the 
wife of a man so much above herseif in 
Station; but Aura's simple heart has no 
room at this juncture for lofty considerations, 
and the way in which she flings herseif into 
her father's arms and sobs upon his bosom is 
rather irritating to the newly-made husband. 



i 
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" Oh, father, father I how could I ever 
say rd leave you? What will you do 
without me ? '* 

" There, there, my precious, don't you cry. 
Old Eabbits will look after my tliiags, and 
tidy up for me, and after a little you'll be 
Coming back on a visit to see the old place 
and your dad again." 

"Oh, that indeed I will, and you must 
come and see me too, father. Now, won't 
you ? London's not so far off, after all, and 
it's so long since you took a holiday." 

" Well, well, it'U be time to think about 
that by-and-by. But now you must just go 
with your husband, and make a good wife 
to him, as your mother made before you — 
eh, Aura ? " 

" As good as ever I can, father. Oh, if I 
could only take you with me ! " 

" I'll come after a while, never fear. Do 
you think anything could part me long from 
my girl ? Why, where's my handkerchief ? I 
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can't have any more of this crying, or Mr. 
Dumrick wiU think you're out of conceit 
with your baxgain already. He don't look 
half pleased to my mind now." 

And then the stronger overcomes the 
lesser love, and Aura creeps back to Adrian's. 
aide, and lifts her moist eyes to his face in 
mute appeal against so unworthy a suspicion 
as that at which her father's words have 
hinted. This little episode should not have 
Startled Adrian, but it does ; he has known 
the book-maker's aflfection for his daughter 
all along, and yet it has never Struck him so 
palpably before, that in marrying Aura he ia 
maxrying her father also. 

He has always looked forward to his 
wedding day as the finale to such little (Us- 
agrimens as have beset him at the cottage, 
when Kellick's speech and manner or fa- 
miliarity have Struck him with a sudden 
sense of the unbefitting position he held 
there. He has never geriously contemplated 
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the probability that this man would not per- 
mit bis child's mamage to establish a barrier 
between them. But he is forced to con- 
template it now. He hears his wife entreat- 
ing his faiher-in-law to visit her at his 
house ; he sees in imagination his friends — 
Bell, or her mothesr, or George Beilew — en- 
countering this rough, misshapen mortal, half 
farrier, half Jockey, whole adventurer, onhis 
premises, and having him introdueed to them 
as his relation ; and he cannot, for the 
moment, see any way by which to extricate 
himself from this new difficulty. And the 
prospective annoyance and embarrassment 
make him curt. 

" If we are to catch the four o'clock 
train," he says indifferently (the trio have 
been dining together at the village hostelry 
after the ceremony), "we must lose no 
time in driving to the Station. Put on your 
things, Aura, and oblige me, KeUick, by 
asking for the bilL" 
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" Oh, never mind the bill, Mr. Dumrick. 
I'll settle tLat affcer you're gerne. A fellow 
must be hard up if he can't pay for the last 
meal his child eats at his expense. So if 
Aura will go and put on her hat again — ^bless 
your sweet face, my darling I I wonder how 
long I shall be able to live without a sight of 
it ? — you and I will settle our little business 
together, and get it over." 

Which means that by the time his daugh- 
ter reappears (looking much more like a 
school-girl going out for a holiday than a wife 
about to foUow the fortunes of her husband) 
he has delivered over into Adrian's handa 
his own acceptances for three several sums of 
money, with a cheque on his (Kellick's) 
banker for one thousand pounds. 

And so our hero is launched upon the 
sea of matrimony. 

^f ^, ^f ^p ^r 

Matlock is very quiet at the time they 
visit it, and for the next few days Adrian 
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lounges about on the green sward, with the 
smoke of his cigar curling up to the blue 
sky, and Aura silently adoring him, and 
l)elieves that marriage is not " half such 
a bad thing after all." For the men are 
few and far between that can feel unhappy 
whilst one woman is entirely wrapt up in 
them, especially when their own hearts have 
never yet experienced the necessity of loving 
in retum. Adrian has not — ^he has been 
loved, over and over again, and he has re- 
sented (as in the case of Blanche Stapleton) 
the fate that compelled him to relinquish 
the affection offered, and when the knowledge 
of another's passion has awakened a partial 
reciprocity in his breast he has called it 
love, and tried to be unhappy, but he has 
never yet cared for any woman, because he 
could not help it, nor has he yeamed for 
sympathy before it was bestowed. 

So, for the present, knowing no higher or 
more unselfish feeling, he is contented to be 
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loved, and in these first days of boney- 
moon Aura's quiet devotion leaves him no 
room to regret the loss of a brighter, fiercer 
flame. 

Tbere are so many phases of tbe divine 
passion, and tbey differ so materially witb 
tbe Constitution of tbe minds by wbicb tbey 
are engendered, tbat it becomes difficult to 
detennine in wbat true love really consists ; 
but tbere can be no doubt tbat at tbis period, 
and for many montbs to come, Aura Duma- 
resq's feeling for ber busband is tbat of a 
worsbipper at tbe sbrine of bis favourite saint 
— ^at tbe feet of tbat wbicb in bis imagina- 
tion comprises all tbat is noblest and best 
and dearest in tbe world, 

Tbere is a great deal to be said for and 
against first love. Tbe poet oversings it, 
and Society, as at present constituted, under- 
rates it. Tbe first vaunts its praises as tbose 
of tbe only true ennobling pbase of mortal 
passion ; tbe latter mocks it by tbe title of 
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^^ calf-love^'^ and aflärms that under no cir- 
cumstances can it endure. 

Both are at fault. The assertion that 
OUT first love must be our last, or even our 
best love, the circumstances of everyday life 
refute ; but at the same time, with many — 
not with all — ^there is a blindness and a 
devotion about their first tussle with the 
archer-god which no after experience has 
the power to recall. We may love more 
practically, more sensibly, more passionately 
even, with our eyes opened by time and 
sorrow and the world ; we may feel the 
need of love more deeply, may cling to it 
more closely, and bear with it more patiently ; 
but we never lose sight of ourselves so com- 
pletely in the creature we adore, as in the 
first sweet, blind, unreasoning hours our 
ßenses led us captive. 

K a first love has been a true love, it is 

« 

the most difficult of all from which to detach 
memory — ^from which, in fact, to awake. 



H£ IS HAREIED. 81 

The object of it may be utterly unworthy — 
may be beneath ourselves in powera of mind 
and body — may treat us in a mauner ahnost 
past forgiveness ; yet there is something in 
the remembrance of the girlish or boyish 
attachment that clings, something always 
ready to burst forth again and blossom at 
the least encouragement, something that we 
may despise ourselves for and yet which 
we cannot easily shake off. 

And thifl blind, unreasoning passion hsÄ 
dawned on Aura's life. .It would be 
impossible for her to teil you why she 
loves this great, stalwart fellow, who, with 
his brown feit hat over his handsome 
features, lies füll length upon the grass, 
and Starts up with an " Eh, what did you 
say ? " each time she addresses him, thereby 
plainly evincing that his thoughts are not 
with her. 

You would only make her vaguely 
anxious and uneasy were you to press her 
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for an answer, for she would commence 
immediately to draw up a mental catalogue 
of his beauty, attainments, and good 
qualities, and find Üxej all fall short of 
giving an honest reason why she shbuld 
adore him. So let her love on, as long as 
she cajj, with her eyes shut ; let her sit at 
his feet, as she is sitting now, content only 
to know that he is near her ; let her think 
everything he says or does perfection, and 
* her greatest happiness to consist in yielding 
to his wishes. 

It will not last. Time will bring to her 
experience, and experience will cause the 
scales to drop- from her eyes, and let her 
see him as he is ; yet will she be the happier 
even then for the remembrance of these 
days. It is but a dream: yet the dream 
is pleasant, and there are so few things 
pleasant in this world I 

Let the child dream on ] 
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They have not been married a week before 
Adrian begins to find Matlock rather dull, 
and to think they might just as well take 
possession of their lodgings in the Kegent's 
Paxk. 

"They are ours at the present moment, 
you know, Aura, and I don't see the fan of 
paying for rooms that we don't inhabit It 
will save a long bill at the hotel, too. Sup- 
pose we go ? " 

They have wandered far away on the hüls 
when this little conversation is commenced 
between them, and are sitting down on the 
close verdure, oceupied as usual : Adrian 
with his tobacco, and Aura lying fall length, 
with her head upon his knee, idly plucking 
the harebells that grow within her reach, 
and wondering how anybody in the world 
can be unhappy. 

"'Just as you like, darling," she replies 
dreamily. 

"Wül it make no difference to you, 
then ? " 
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" Not whilst we are together." 

" My dear child, you are a perfect goose t 
We shall always be together, of course ; but 
I can't tum London into the country for 
you, however mueh I might wish to do so. 
However, if you're willing to go, the matter's 
settled. It's no use our staying here any 
longer ; and I want to see my cousin Bell." 

^'Yes, dear." 

Her supreme indifference to everything 
except what concems himself rather annoys 
Adrian. He wishes she could be a little 
more alive to the fear of what his relations 
may think of her. But she does not appear 
to have even curiosity on the subjeet. She 
seems to take everjrthing as a matter of 
course. She is his wife, and that is sufl&- 
cient. Apris ga le dSluge. 

He thinks it is time that he should 
enlighten her. 

'' Aura ! " 

" Yes," with a sudden upward glance and 
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a fervent embrace to foUow. " Oh, Adrian, 
Jiow I love you ! " 

" Yes, dear, of course," removing his pipe 
with some degree of impatience, to receive 
the conjugal demonstration ; '' but look here, 
I want to speak to you. You know that 
I am not on the best terms with my father 
and mother." 

" Yes, it is so wicked of them, and when 
you have done no härm. I shall never be 
able to love them properly." 

"You mustn't say that. We are not 
likely to see them when we first go to 
town, but it wiU be of importance to me 
that they should like you when we do. 
But we shall see my cousin, Miss Dumaresq, 
very shortly, I dare say.^' 

" I shall like her, she is so kind to you." 

" Oh, you are sure to do that — every one 
does — and I am anxious she should take a 
fancy to you. But don't rush into her 
arms at once — as you women are so fond of 
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doing — and blab out everytliiiig about your 
past life. She will know it all in due time, 
of course, but I should like to teil her 
myself. You understand me, Aura, don't 
you ? I only say it for your good, cliicken. 
Our family is rather a reserved one, and 
my Cousin might not understand your 
telHng her a whole lot of things she cannot 
care a fig about, the first'hour you meet" 

"Oh no, Adrian; who could? And I 
should never dream of it, unless she asked 
me. 

" Don't dream of it even then, Aura ; 
keep your own counsel, and leave me to 
teil her what I think fit. I don't want to 
vex you, baby, but you know my family is 
rather a high one, and I haven't told them 
everything yet about — about the cottage, you 
know, and your father, and " 

" And that you were so good and so noble 
as to choose a girl like me to be your wife, 
when you might have had any one. Oh, 
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darling, why didn^t you teil them ? They could 
but have thought the better of you for it." 

" It is not everybody thinks of me as my 
little wife does, Aura, and you'll find that 
out by-and-by. What a white throat you 
have, chicken ! It's like a lily, without 
Spot or freckle. I think I shall call you 
< Blanche * sometimes for a change. How 
should you like that?" bat as he puts 
the question Adrian's cheek is suflFiised by a 
guilty blush. 

** Just as you please, darling," replies the 
girl unconsciously. ** Blanche means white, 
doesn't it ? I don't care what you call me, 
Adrian, but I think I like the old names 
best." 

" I shan't leave off the old names," says 
Adrian still guiltily, "but variety pleases. 
So come, my little Blanche^ and let us get 
back to the hotel before it is dark. You 
must pack up your box this evening, for I 
shall Start by an early train to-morrow." 
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And the foUowing aftemoon finds them 
deposited at the town apaxtments engaged 
for them by Bell Dumaresq. They are 
pretty, cheerfiil rooms, overlooking the 
Regent's Park, but the landlady has not 
expected them for another week to come, 
and the house is in process of deaning, and 
nothing is prepaxed. 

Adrian, manlike, grumbles at the düemma 
which is due entirely to himself, and after 
having partaken of a hastily-prepared and 
uncomfortable luncheon, strolls out into the 
Park, promising to come back at six o'clock 
and take Aura to dine at the Bm'lington. 

She, left to herseif, tums her attention to 
the unpacking of their boxes, and having 
arranged her husband's possessions so that 
everything necessary to his dressmg shaU be 
readTfor Mm „Z reton. dra Jforth her 
own little writing-case, and sits down to 
inform her father of the sudden change they 
have eflfected, But she has hardly commenced 
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her letter before a double knock at the hall 
door startles her out of her seven senses. 

" Oh I it must be his father and mother," 
she thinks in terror (Httle considering how 
very far his father and mother are yet from 
knocking at the hall door), ** and I am not 
to say anything about Doncaster or the cot- 
tage, and Adrian is not her^and if they 
should ask me, what should I say ? " 

For the thing Aura is least well able to 
do is to teil an untruth. She has never 
deliberately prevaricated in her lifetime, 
and would betray herseif upon the first 
attempt 

She has risen from the table and thrust 
her paper out of sight, and is listening 
eagerly for the ascending footsteps. 

'* How are you, Mrs. Goode ? " she hears 
a blithe voice say as the door is opened. 
"I was Coming round this way, so I 
thought I would just call in and ask if 
you will be quite prepared to receive my 
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» 

Cousins this day week. I have not heard 
from Mr. Diunaresq since they went to 
Matlock, but he had no Intention of staying 
there more than a fortnight" 

" But, lor bless you, Miss, they are coraej* 
responds the landlady — ^not quite in a tone 
of congratulation. 

" Airived 1 When ? " 

" This aftemoon, Miss, by the 2.2 ; and I 
in such a muddle, with the drawing-room 
curtains down, and no tester up to the 
best bed, and two panes out of the window, 
which the gla2der he promised to be here 
to-day to put 'em in, but it's getting on 
for five now, and no Symptoms of him ; but 
workmen, Miss, they are that irregulär for 
keeping their word, there's no putting trust 
in one of them." 

" My Cousins arrived 1 I am surprised. 
Are they in ? " 

"The lady is in, Miss — ^upstairs some- 
where — ^but the gentleman he have just left 
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for a ßtroll, as he told me, and he'd be back 
at six to take Mrs. Dumaresq out to dinner, 
which it couldn't be expected I'd have 
dinner ready for them, and no notice given 
of their Coming." 

"Will you take my card up to Mrs. 
Dumaresq," Interrupts Bell hastily, "and 
ask if she will see me ? " 

Poor little Aura Hearing this formidable 
request from the landing rushes back into 
the drawing-room, and there awaits, in trem- 
bling, the advent of the landlady ; whilst 
Bell, Standing in the passage, looks for the 
Coming interview with hardly less disquiet, 
and wishes Adrian had been at home to 
introduce her to his wife. For she is not 
yet quite reconciled to the idea of his mar- 
riage with the wealthy widow. There is a 
mercenary ring about the conjunction of 
those two words, which she cannot over- 
come, though she has tried hard not to let 
them prejudice her against the new member 
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of the family. She has pictmed her coosin s 
wif e (notwithsteTiding bis previons assertions 
to the contrary) as a bustling, imperative, 
domineering gort of beauty, who, by reason 
of her riches and the benefite bestowed on 
him, will reign paramount over poor Adrian 
and eventaally reduce him to the level of a 
henpecked husband ; and, with this idea 
in her head, she is much surprised at the 
fluttering girlish voiee that make itself heard 
over the bannisters in answer to the land- 
lady's request. 

*^ Miss Dumaresq's card, ma'am, and please 
can yon see her ? " 

*^ Oh yes. Do ask her to come up." 

« 

Bell needs no second invitation. Half her 
prejudices vanish at the sound of Aura's 
voiee, and she has gained the centre of the 
stairs before the landlady commences to 
descend them. But as she enters the room 
and confronts a girl robed in a simple white 
piqicd dress embroidered in black, with her 
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fair hair Streaming over her Shoulders, she 
stops short, disappointed. This cannot be 
the widow, the quondam Mrs. Stapleton ; 
it must be her Gompanion, or her lady's 
maid ; she has yet to hear the voice of her 
cousin's wife. Aura sees the look of blank 
surprise and disappointment, and interprets 
it to her own disadvantage. 

" I am sorry," she begins timidly, " but 
Mr. Duniaresq is out." 

Bell thinks the prefix to the name is 
" Mrs./' and that the mystery is solved. 

" Oh, gone out with my cousin, I suppose. 
It is the landlady's mistake ; she imagined 
that he went alone. But theyVe arrived 
very unexpectedly, have they not ? " 

" He only made up his mind last even- 
ing," continues Aura, blushing because she 
feels there is a mistake somewhere, and does 
not know how to set it right, "so there 
was no time to write. Won't you sit 
down ? " 
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" Will it be worth my while to wait ? 

« 

When do you expect them home ? " 

" He Said he would come back at six, to 
take me to dinner." 

" He ? What, Mr. Dumaresq ? " 

*'Yes/' 

"But Mrs. Dumaresq — ^won't she come 
back with him ? " inquires Bell, at a loss to 
comprehend so unusual an arrangement as 
the bridegroom retuming to take the lady's- 
maid (or whoever she might be) out to 
dimier. 

" She didn't go with him — I mean — I am 
Mrs. Dumaresq" with an overwhelming 
blusL 

" You 1 1 '' and in a moment Bell is aware 
of her apparent rudeness, and blushes in 
unison. " Pray forgive me ! I had not 
the least idea that you were she, I thought 

that — ^that Oh, what a bear you must 

think me I But are you really ? Do you 
know, I can^t believe it." 
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All this time Aura is Standing on the 
other side of the table, nervously plucking 
at the Cover, and wishing, oh I so ardently, 
that Adrian were here to help her through 
with it. 

"Are you reaUy my cousin Adrian's 
wife?" continues Miss Dumaresq. **I had 
conceived such a different idea of her." 

" I am really his wife," repeats Aura 
innocently. 

The innocence of the tone and look bear 
conviction with them, and Bell forgets all 
about the suppositious widow in the rush 
of sympathy which goes forth from her 
heart to that of the girl before her. 

" Let me kiss you," she says warmly, as 
^he Grosses to Aura's side and holds out 
both her hands in welcome. " You appe^ so 
young and so girlish that you have taken me 
quite by surprise, but I hope you will regard 
me as a cousin who loves Adrian very dearly, 
and intends to love you also for his sake." 
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"You have been very kind to him," 
whispers Aura^ as she finds herseif in Miss 

Dnmaresq's anns. 

" I have done what I could, but it is very 
littie. We look to you now to complete the 
rest. You have been good and generons 
enough to bestow on him, not only yourseE, 
but '' 

" All no, Miss Dumaresq, aU the goodness 

Ues with him." 

" It is right you should think so, but the 
World will judge differently, and I tnist 
Adrian will prove himself worthy of your 
devotion," and then Bell Dumaresq squeezes 
Adrian's wife closely to her for a few 
minutes, and when she releases her, and 
Aura sees the tears standing in her eyes, 
she feels at onee that she has found a 
friend. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BELL'S SECOND ATTEMPT. 

FiVE minutes more and the wömen are as 
sociable together as though they had known 
each other all their lives. 

" And what am I to call you ? " says Bell 
pleasantly. " I hope we are not to remain 
' Miss ' and * Mrs. Dumaresq ' to each other." 

" He calls me by all sortsof names/' say^ 
Aura shyly. 

"I suppose so; but we won't intrench 
upon his Privileges. What are you generally 
caUed ? " 

'' Aura." 

" Does Adrian call you so ? " 

VOL. II. H 
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"Yes." 

" And nothing eise ? " 

"All his otlier names are nonsense," re- 
tums Aura, with a vivid blush. " He calls 
me ' baby * sometimes, just to tease me. It's 
a great shame, though, for I shall be seven- 
teen next October." 

"Is that all ? " says Miss Dumaresq. " Not 
that you look a day older, but it seems 
so Strange to me that you should be so 
young ; and Adrian told me — surely 
Adrian told me," she continues with a kind 
of pause, as she taxes her memory to 
recall the past, "that you were twenty- 
eight or thirty." 

" Oh, Miss Dumaresq ! " cries Aura, with 
a laugh, as if the idea were altogether too 
ridiculous. 

"He did, my dear. I suppose he 
thought it sounded steadier and more 
respectable; and, under the circumstances, 
of course, I was not surprised; indeed, I 
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can hardly nnderstand how you can be less, 
How very yonng you must have married ! " 

'*I suppose it was young; but I have 
always beert older than my years ; and — I 
know pretty well about housekeeping and 
that kind of thing, Miss Dumaresq." 

" Of course ; you must have had a real 
'experience, although not for long. And 
here you are, beginning life afresh when 
most girls have hardly commenced to think 
of it. What an old maid I must look to 
you ! " 

- Oh no, indeed/' rejoins Aura eamesüy. 
"You could never look that to me if you 
were twice as old, because Adrian is as fond 
of you as though you were his sister." 

Bell Dumaresq colours. 

" Adrian and I were babies together, We 
are just the same age. He is a dear fellow, 
Aura — ^you must let me call you Aura '* 

''It is so kind of you to do so." 

"And I trust that with your influence 
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he may yet tum out a steady character ; 
but he has been very wild, as doubtless you 
know." 

" Oh, Miss Dumaresq, I don't think so ! " 
Bell stops short, and regards the Speaker 
with surprise. But Mrs. Dumaresq is not 
jesting: she is in sober eamest. On her 
brow and Ups, and in her eyes, is written the 
complete and steadfast trust she has in her 
husband. The truth is marvellous to Bell, 
but she respects it. This, at aU events, is 
not the day on whieh to combat with her 
superstition ; so she is politic, and shifts the 
subjeet. 

" You love him so dearly, Aura, that even 
his little weaknesses are not to be discussed 
before you. Weil, I honour you for it, my 
dear, and I am thankful my cousin should 
have found such a true breast in which to 
place his confidence. You must have seen 
more trouble than most women of 'twice 
your age ^" 
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" I have had no troubles," interposes the 
new wife serenely. "My life has been a 
very happy one, though never so happy as 
it is at present." 

Bell stops Short again. This appears to 
be a Strange confession from the Hps of a 
girl who has aJready lost a husband, for 
whom, if she did not really moum, she 
might maintain some show of having done 
so. But Bell has never been married, and 
supposes that the painful past is buried and 
forgotten in the pleasures of the present. 
Only she thinks she had better not allude 
to the subjeet again. So she is giving Aura 
a description of a new opera at which she 
had been the night befbre, when Adrian's 
determined knock is heard upon the door. 

Our hero is retuming home in a very tm- 
settled and unsatisfax^tory State of mind. 
He feels that hc wants something, and yet 
cannot exactly determine what it is he 
wants. He was restless and nneasy at 
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Matlock, and thought that to get settled in 
bis new home would occupy bis thoughts; 
but directly be was landed tbere a kind of 
wandering spirit in bis feet took bim witb- 
out any preconceived intention to tbe Park, 
wbence be now comes back as discontented 
as before. He bas walked up to tbe terrace 
wbere Bell Dnmaresq lives witbout daring to 
go in, simply becanse be wants to delay a 
discovery wbicb be knows, sooner or later, to 
be inevitable, and yet be longs to take bis 
cousin into bis confidence and beax wbat 
remedy ber clear bead can suggest for 
tbe evil be bas brougbt upon bimself. " But 
a little longer," Prudence and Policy, tbosa 
enemies of frankness and unreserve, dictate ; 

" wait a little longer, and see bow tbe land 
lies, and wbat cbance tbere is of your wife 
being recognized by your family, before you 
make a clean breast of it.' Time enougb 
to teil tbe trutb wben it is demanded of 
you." So be retums to bis apartments 
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much in the same mood he left them, and 
calculated to make but a sorry companion 
for an evening's amusement. But as his 
knock is heard and answered, his cousin 
Bell flies down ;^to greet him. Her hand 
meets his in a warm grasp, and her mock 
remonstrance sounds in his ear as soon as 
ever he has crossed the threshold. 

" You naughty boy ! not to send me word 
that you were Coming. Why, I would have 
had dinner and everything eise prepared for 
you upon the shortest notice, if you had but 
let me know. Why didn't you telegraph ? 
I found that poor child upstairs, sitting 
amongst her boxes like Marius contem- 
plating the ruins of Carthage. It's too 
bad of you, Adrian, and I shan't forgive 
you in a hurry, I can teil you." 

*' You here. Bell 1 " is all that he can 
stammer. 

" Yes, I ; why not ? I came round this 
aftemoon to speak to Mrs. Goode about your 
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arrival, and found that you were aJready 
here. And oh, Adrian I " she continues, 
drawing him into an unoccupied room on 
the gronnd floor, " what a dear little thing 
she is ! What a sweet, yonng, innocent 
face I Why didn't you teil me she was so 
pretty ? " 

'' I did teU you so, didn't I ? " 

" You Said she was handsome ; but hand- 
some is no name for the inexpressible charm 
of her featiires. She looks so pure and 
good. I don't wonder that you feil in love 
with her ; everything eise being so fortunate, 
too. What a lucky fellow you are I " - 

But Adrian does not appear to be listen- 
ing to the recital of his wife's perfections ; 
he is gazing with deep interest at the bright 
face raised towards his own. 

" How good of you to come round. Bell — 
so thoughtful, so like yourself 1 Do you 
know that I have been wandering about in 
the hope of seeing you. I think it must 
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have been that that brought me np to town 
before my time/' 

" Oh, Adrian ! " with a flush of pleasure. 

" And so you have seen Aura — ^and you 
likeher?" 

'' I have been sitting with her for the last 
hour, and I like her exceedingly — ^mnch 
more than I can teil you. She is so dif- 
ferent from what I expected. How badly 
you describe people, Adrian. I will never 
depend on one of your descriptions again." 

" I'm all in the wrong, there's no doubt of 
that/' replies her öousin as he professes to 
be busy with his hat and gloves. "But 
what did I say ? " 

'^Why, don't you remember telling me, 
the night you were in Carlisle Terrace, that 
Blanche Stapleton was tall and dark, and 
ßomewhat dashing ? If you don't, I do. I 
thought the description very unlike the 
woman / should have imagined you would 
have fallen in love with, at the time." 
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Adrian makes no answer; he is closing 
the door of the room they stand in, whilst 
she speaks to him. 

"I suppose you were only chafl&ng me, 
Adrian ; trying how big a dupe you coidd 
make of me, eh ? But I don't see the object 
of it either," 

"I think both my mind and my head 
were so confused on that evening. Bell, that 
I didn't know what I was talking about. 
But look here, dear, IVe got a favour to ask 
of you. Don't allude before Aura to any- 
thing I may havc told you conceming her 
antecedents, especially to the name of Staple- 
ton." 

" Now, Adrian, is it Hkely ? " 

" I don't know I You women have such 
a knack of getting into each other's con- 
fidence. And I want my wife to forget 
all about her past now — to forget she ever 
had one. She's a good little girl, and I 
don't think her tongue runs faster than 
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those of her sex ordinarily do ; but should 
she show Symptoms of loquacity, check her, 
that's all." 

" That seems rather hard to me, Adrian." 

" It would not if you were placed in the 
same circumstances." 

"Oh, of course I am no judge of what 
married people may think or feel. Shall 
we go back to Aura ? she will begin to 
wonder what we are talking about. Your 
wife says you intended taking her to dine at 
the Burlington," she continues as they ascend 
the stairs together ; " but I wish you would 
bring her over to us instead. I can't pro- 
mise you a Burlington dinner, but we are 
so near that it will be far less trouble than 
going down to Eegent Street; and I dare 
say Aura is tired." 

" If you are sure we shan't put you out, 
we shall be delighted," says Adrian, replying 
for them both: "Chicken, my cousin is 
good enough to ask us to dine with her to- 
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night, so you must make some alteration in 
that imsophisticated toilette." 

"Indeed, she shall do no such thing," 
interposes Miss Dumaresq, "or the sole 
advantage of my invitation will be cancelled. 
Come just as you are, Aura, and come with 
me now, if you would like to do so." 

But the liquid, hazel eyes are tumed upon 
Adrian for an intimation of his wishes. 

** Shall I change my dress ? " she says 
fioftly. 

» Not if BeU wiU excuse moming attixe, 
which means, I suppose, that I needn't dress 
either. Oh, you charming cousin 1 " 

"And about going, darling — will you 
retum with Miss Dumaresq ? " 

"With Bell, if you please, Aura," says 
the owner of that name. 

" With Bell," repeats the girl, blushing at 
the soimd of her own temerity. 

" Well, -I don't know. Let me see, what 
time is it ? Just six." 
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"And we dine at seven/' says Miss 
Dumaresq. 

" We'U be with you by seven, then." 

"And I mustn't take Aura back with 
me?" 

" Better not. She's tired with her jour- 
ney; and she's such a goose, I don't think 
she'd go. What do you say, chicken ? " 

"I wül do just as you wish, dear/' she 
repKes, with a look of adoration at her idoL 

" Oh, let her come," pleads Bell, 

But Adrian dreads the eflfects of a too 
speedy confidence, and throws cold water on 
the proposal of his cousin. 

"I think that I would rather that she 
went with me." 

After which, one might as well have 
tried to waltz with the Monument as to 
make Aura express any opposing sentiment, 
so Miss Dumaresq retums home by herseif. 

"Eemember, chicken," is Adrian's last 
injunction as he hands his wife ouf of the 
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cab at the door in Carliale Terrace that 
night, " no allusions to flie past. There is 
plenty to talk of in the present and the 
future, and the less we speak of Doncaster . 
the better. My family are not particularly 
proud of my doings whilst there." 

So that Aura, carefiilly foUowing his lead, 
tates very Httle part in the conversation of 
the evening, and only listens whüst he and 
Isabel discuss his prospects and the hope of 
a reconcüiation with hi« family, 

But she makes way with her new connec- 
tions nevertheless, for Bell is enchanted with 
her youth and simplicity and evident devo- 
tion to her husband, and old Mrs. Dumaresq 
and Warren (whose opinion is by no means 
slighted in Carlisle Terrace) pronounce her 
to be one of the sweetest and most amiable 
young creatures they ever came across. 
Adrian is pleased with the, impression his 
wife has created; and when, at an early honr^ 
he tucks the child's band under his arm to 
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walk back to their apartments, he thanks 
Bell so eamestly for her kindness, that the 
warm-hearted woman feels all the enthusiasm 
in her aroused to do them further good. 

" Fetch me down my bonnet and mantle, 
Warren, and send for a cab," she exclaims 
as soon as the hall door has closed on the 
departing couple. 

**Why, my dear, where are you going 
now ? " demands her mother. 

" Eound to Uncle Henryks. I must strike 
the iron whilst it's hot. He never can re- 
alst my description of that dear little girl," 

" But isn't it too late for a visit to Brook 
Street ? " 

" Not half-past nine yet, and they never 
light their bedroom candles until half-past 
ten. Uncle Henry is punctuality itself. 
He wouldn't go to bed five minutes before 
his usual time if he were dropping from 
fatigue." 

Miss Dumaresq is so faUy occupied during 
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the day that her appearance in Brook Street 
at that hour is no novelty, and is hailed in- 
deed by the drowsy party which she finds 
asscmbled in the drawing-room, and which 
consists of Lady Olivia, Colonel Dumaresq, 
and the placid Georgina; the Honourable 
Theodore having found ihe bosom of Ms 
family too much for him, and chosen the less 
domestie but more enlivening joys of the 
theatre instead. Bell is delighted to find 
that her enemy is absent. 

*^ Oh, my dear, is that really you ? " ex- 
claims Lady Olivia, as she re-opens her 
blinking eyelids-to the gaslight. "What 
nerve you must have to be running about at 
this time of night. I wanted so much tö see 
you to ask you about that new style of fancy 
work Lady Boscobel was speaking of the 
other aftemoon. You were here, weren't 
you ? and so was Georgie ; but she remem- 
bers nothing. It was something to do with 
ticking — common bed-ticking, you know, my 
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dear, and coloured silks and gold braid — ^but 
what sbe makes of it I have not the slightest 
idea ; but the St. Anne's bazaar is Coming off 
in September; and I thought, if I conld 
man^ to " 

"All riglit, Aunt OKve. I remember 
perfectly, and will write to Lady Boscobel 
for the directions to-morrow. It's very 
pretty work. I have often seen it, and I 
wiU take care Hamson sends you the 
materials. How is your Shoulder, nncle ? 
Did that embrocation of mother's do it aay 
good ? It is from one of Abemethy's pre- 
scriptions." 

"Well, I think it did, my dear, or this 
change in the weather has had some effect 
on it. How is your mother ? We have not 
heard these two days." 

"She is remarkably well for her. She 
had her so& wheeled to the dining-table 
this evening, and talked as briskly as any 

of US." 

VOL. II. I . 
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" You have had Company, then ? " 

"Yes, we had a- couple of friends to 
dinner; they had just left when I atarted 
to see you, and ''— lowering her voice as she 
bends over his chair — " I came expressly to 
speak to you about tbem, uncle." 

" To speak to me ! Who are tbey ? " be 
replies, in tbe same tone. 

" Your son and his wife. Now, don't be 
angry," as the Colonel bounds up in his 
chair and sinks back again. "You know 
you told me, when I spoke to you about 
this before, that if Adrian mamed in his 
own sphere of life, and commenced to work, 
steadüy and conscientioudy, you would Dot 
refuse to see and speak to him." 

" You have yet to prove to me that he has 
done so." 

" He can prove it to you himself better 
than any one eise can do. But / can vouch 
for the truth that he has married a sweet, 
ladylike, unafFected girl, and that he has 
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got an appointment worth three liiiiidred a 
year, and appears most sincere in his desire 
to lead a steady and respectable life. Con- 
fess that this is much more than you expected 
of him, uncle ? " 

" I wish you two would not go whispering 
togetlier in that unpleasant manner/' says 
Lady Olivia peevishly; "if tliere is any- 
thing to be said, why not say it aloud ? " 

"It is not generally considered etiquette 
to whisper in society," adds the Honour- 
able Mrs. Theodore Little. 

"You are quite right, Georgie/' replies 
Bell, with a bright smile, " and, if Uncle 
•Henry has no objection to making my Con- 
ference witb him public, I am sure I have 
none." 

" It can make no diflFerence to me one 
way or the other," says Colonel Dumaresq. 

'^ Does Aunt Olive know the principal 
news — ^that my cousin is married ? " demands 
Bell, in another whisper. 
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"/ have not mentioned the subject to 
her," retums her uncle stiffly, 

"Well then, Aunt Olive, you must pre- 
pare yourself for a great and pleasant sur- 
prise— Adrian is in London." 

At this announcement poor Lady Olivia 
tums deadly white and clasps her hands 
beseechingly in the direction of her husband. 

"More than that," continues her niece 
cheerfully, " he is married to such a charm- 
ing girl, and he has got some employment, 
and they are living in apartments in the 
Eegent's Park, not far from Carlisle Terrace." 

" Oh, Henry I " is all the wife and mother 
can utter, as she listens with amazement to 
the barefaced temerity of her couragebus 
niece. 

" I thought this was a tabooed subject," 
interposes the mild Georgina. 

" If it has been, there is no reason it 
should be so any longer," retums her cousin ; 
" and I should have thought, Georgie, that 
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Adrian's only sister would have been the 
first person to rejoice when circumstances 
changed in his favour." 

" But my daughter is perfectly correct in 
what she aflärms/' says the Colonel, whose 
opinion, swaying as it is between right and 
wrong, even Mrs. Little's unintellectual re- 
marks have power to bias, " the subject of 
my unfortunate son has been tabooed in this 
house, and with good reason ; and I am sur- 
prised, Isabel — both surprised and hurt — 
that you should have the hardihood to in- 
troduce it again." 

"Then you will go on being surprised 
and hurt to the end of the chapter, uncle, 
for tili God calls you or me to His ac- 
count^ I will never cease to plead my cousin's 
cause to you." 

"Oh, Isabel, be careful," entreats Lady 
Olivia, though she is glowing with admira- 
tion at the girl's unflinching conduct. 

" There is no need for care, . Aunt Olive. 
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I spoke to Uncle Henry on this subject a 
month ago, and he promised me, for my 
dead fatlier's sake — jou^ know you did, 
uncle — ^that if Adrian married and settled 
down respectably, he would not refiise to 
be reconciled to him. And now he is 
married, and the rest wiU foUow ; and I 
mean to claim the fulfilment of his pro- 
mise. I know I may — a, Dumaresq never 
breaks his word." 

This last hit is a happy one. 

" You may well say that, Isabel," replies 
the Colonel, "a true Dumaresq would die 
before he thought of such a thing ; and 
therefore when the conditions I imposed 
upon your cousin are completed, I shall 
fulfil mine." 

" Oh, Henry, how good you are ! How can 
I thank you suflSciently ? " exclaims Lady 
Oliyia with Streaming eyes. 

" The conditions are not yet fulfilled, my 
dear," is his chilling answer. 
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"But they will be, Aiiiit Olive, never 
fear," cries Bell joyfully ; " and you will 
have your boy back again to comfort you in 
your old age." 

" And, pray, are tbe same advantages to 
be extended to Mrs. Adrian Dumaresq?" 
demands Georgina, who appears to have 
shaken off her usual lethargy in tbe excite- 
ment of the subjeet. " Is a woman of whom 
we know nothing, who may have sprang 
. from a dunghill — we know that the associ- 
ates my brother has kept of late years have 
not been of the highest class — ^to be admitted 
to our family circle as a daughter and a 
sister ? " 

" You may not know who she is, but your 
father does," replies Miss Dumaresq angrily, 
" I have abeady told him that she is both 
well-born and wealthy — as well-bom, per- 
haps, as yourself, Georgina, and certainly 
with more money to keep up appearances. 
And she is one of the prettiest girls I have 
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ever seen, and quiet enough to pleaae even 
ünde Heniy's fastidious taste ; in fact, she 
is channing, aad I don't care who hears me 
say it." 

" What's that ? what's that ? '' intemipts 
täie squeaking voice of the Honourable 
Theodore, a^ he abruptly enters the room. 
" Who is charming ? Every one here, I trust. 
Ah, Isabel, I didn't pereeive you. What 
brings you to Brook Street this evening ? " 

** A most remarkable piece of intelligence, 
Theo," replies his wife with a sneer. 

" Indeed ! Has the new novel been well 
reviewed ? " 

Hiß tone makes Isabel spiteful. She blurts 
out the whole truth without reserve. 

"No, indeed. My news will make you 
miserable instead of happy. My cousin 
Adrian has married a woman of birth and 
fortune, has settled in London with an 
excellent appointment, and will be able to 
hold up his head considerably above those 
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who have neither means of their own nor 
the pluck to labour for them." 

In her anger she makes the very best she 
caa out of her intelligence ; and the start- 
ling announcement teils considerably. 

" And if so, what is that to us ? " says Mr. 
Little with an air that is intended to be 
debonnair, though he has become very 
white about the giUs, notwithstanding. 

" It appears that it is to be a great deal 
to US," replies Georgina snappishly, "since 
Mr. and Mrs. Adrian Dumaresq are to be 
received, with all due honours, in my f ather's 
house." 

" Greorgina, you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself ! " says Bell determinately. 

" And you are deliberately affirming what 
is untrue," remarks her father. 

" Oh, Georgie ! how can you say such 
cruel things — ^and when he is your own 
brother, too ? " pleads Lady Olivia, in her 
weak, washy way. 
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" WMch is right and which is wrong ? ** 
demands Mr. Little in amazcment. 

" I told you nothing but the truth/' puts 
in Isabel. 

" Oh, of course, you're always right, Miss 
Dumaresq.'^ 

'* Georgina is decidedly at fault in saying 
that I had consented to reeeive my son and 
his wife in Brook Street," interposes Colonel 
Dumaresq. 

" Well, I shonld have thought the world 
was Coming to an end if you had, sir. After 
the most undutiful and disrespectful be- 
haviour which he has evinced towards you^ 
the door of this house is the very last which 
should open to aflford him shelter." 

"But, Uncle Henry, you certainly 
Said '' 

"Whatever I may have said, Isabel, I 
retract. Look at the miserable discord 
which even the mention of that young man's 
name gives rise to amongst us. I shudder 
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to think of the pandemonium my house 
would become were he again admitted as a 
member of the family circle." 

" But, uncle, he has a better right to be 
here than Mr. Little, or even Gteorgina* 
What are a married daughter's claims com- 
pared to those of your son — and your only 
son, too V 

"Bell, my dear, if you do not wish to 
make me angry, you will drop this dis- 
cussion." 

" I risked your anger before, and I must 
do it again. You promised me, remember, 
Uncle Henry, for my dear father's sake ^^ 

"I should hardly think that Uncle 
Frank " exclaims Mr. Little. 

^^ tincle Frank!" exclaims Bell Dumaresq, 
tuming on him quick as lightning, "what 
do you mean by quoting ' Uncle Frank f ' 
He was no uncle of yours, thank God. 
There is not a drop of blood running in 
your veins that can boast any relationship 
with mine." 
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" PoUte, I muBt say," rejoins her enemy 
M, transitorily defeated, he tums away. 

" Uncle Henry, you will not listen to 
what they say 1 You will follow the dietates 
of your own heart, which is far more 
generous than you let it appear to be. 
You will give poor Adrian hope for the 
future, by letting him see that when he 
tries to do right his father is the first to 
hold out a helping hand to him:" 

She is kneeling by her uncle's side — she 
has got firm hold of his hand ; she is pleading 
for the absent as she never thought she could 
have pleaded before Mr. Theodore Little and 
Georgina. 

" You place me in a very awkward Posi- 
tion, my dear. I really wish you would let 
go of my hand, and have a üttle considera- 
tion for the decencies of society." 

** It is a very theatrical position," quoths 
the Honourable Theodore with a sneer ; "and 
I don't wonder, considering how fond Miss 
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Dumaresq iß of making herseif public, that 
she should like to take advantage of it." 

But she meets his sarcasm with the 
weapon of contempt — silence. 

*'üncle, he is your own child, and, not- 
withstanding all that has passed, I know 
that he is still very dear to you. I will not 
ask you now to promise that you will receive 
him as a son, but do not say it is impossible 
it can ever be." 

"No, Henry, for God's sake, do not say 
that it can never be I " repeats Lady Olivia, 
whose excitement has almost made her brave. 

'* I have not said so," rejoins the Colonel. 

" Which is tantamount to breaking your 
given Word," says Mr. Little. " You have 
declared often enough that you would never 
more have anything to do with Mr. Adrian 
Dumaresq, and I do not understand how 
you can even hesitate in giving his cousin 
her answer ; but though I am unused to 
equivocation, I know it has many mazes." 
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"Theodore, I must beg of you not to 
interfere in this matter. Isabel understands 
perfectly wbat I mean ; and if I do not put 
my resolution into plainer words, it is to 
save her and Lady Olivia from the pain of 
listening to them. My dear, I thank you 
for your interest in your cousin, and if I 
find it impossible all at once to comply 
with what you very erroneously deem to be 
my duty, it is not because I am unmind- 
ful of it, or of you. Go back now, my dear 
Isabel — go back to your mother, and don't 
let this subject be raised again between us. 
It is out of the question that a son who 
has so pertinaciously set aJl my wishes at 
defiance should be permitted to mix 
amongst us, as though nothing had ever 
happened to disturb the economy of our 
domestic circle." 

"Oh, Henry, I am so disappointed!" wails 
the poor mother. 

At that sound Bell rises and takes her 
band in hers. 
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"Don't be downcast, Aiint Olive. Our 
triumphL is not yet — ^but it will come ; and 
when it comes, it will be the herald of 
another's downfall." 

And, with a kiss to her uncle and her 
aunt, she passes from the room as though 
nnconscious that it held otlier inmates. 

"I suppose that was meant for me/' 
sniggers the Honourable Theodore as her 
footsteps soiind' in the hall below. " He, he, 
he ! " But no one, not even the placid 
Georgina, joins in his melodious merriment. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

VICTORIOUS. 

After this little check in her game of 
speculation. Bell perceives that her best 
move Hes in immobiHty and süence, and 
for a few weeks the waters of Brook Street 
are nnruffled by the slightest allusion to the 
name of Adrian Dumaresq. She employs 
that period in doing all that she can to 
make the young couple feel at home in the 
Eegent's Park, and had she her way, Aura 
would spend a« much time in CarHsle Ter- 
race as she does in her own apartments, 
But Adrian appeg^rs to have a stränge dislike 
to tis wife leaving home without himself ; 
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and Bell supposes, with a secret sigh, that 
the feeling is but natural to a young hus- 
band in the honejmoon, and leaves off asking 
the girl to visit her alone. Her interest in 
Aura increases daily. She detects herseif 
in the act of watching her at odd moments ; 
of being party to the little innocent, shy 
famüiarities she sometimes engages in with 
Adrian ; of noticing his somewhat bored and 
indifferent rejoinders, and of feeling vexed, 
for Aura's sake, that it should be so, when 
in her inmost heart she knows she should 
feel vexed for herseif if it were not, It i& 
soon very evident to her that her cousiu is 
not in love with his young wif e^ and the 
knowledge serves to constitute Bell a Cham- 
pion in the latter's cause. She is not made 
to feel in the least jealous of this new 
claimant on Adrian's affection, and so she 
can afford to pity her. And to be Adrian's 
wife, without having the power to engross 
Adrian's love, is matter of profound pity in 
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the eyes of Bell Dumaxesq. That Aura 
should be devoted to her husband seems 
nothing stränge ; the strangeness wonld be 
that any woman thrown in contact with 
him could avoid loving this handsome, 
reckless, dare-devil fellow, who cares for 
neither principalities nor powers, but is 
withal so affectionate and winning in his 
dealings with the weaker sex. Bell has 
dreaded the advent of the newly-married 
more than she has dared confess, even to 
her own heart ; but now she is delighted to 
find that she can not only profess to be, but 
feel Uke a friend to Aura, and eongratulates 
herseif oil what she deems a victory. 

Dear Bell I She is as honest as the day, 
and if she deeeives herseif it is involuntaxUy. 
She does not let many days elapse with- 
out mooting the question of his work to 
Adrian. 

" Such heaps of manuscript waiting for 
you at my house, Adrian — ^five novels at 
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the very least — and I am so busy just now, 
tliat it will be a real help to me if you wiU 
commence reading them at once. Will you 
take them home to-night ? " 

"Of course I will, What a brick you 
are, Bell ! " . and the next moming Mi'. 
Dumaresq (having laid Aura imder the 
strictest injunetions not to utter a syllable) 
is installed in solemn state in an arm- 
chair, with his legs upon the table, the 
everlasting pipe in his mouth, and a bündle 
of MS. close at hand. 

He does not, however, find the task of .a 
reader so eaay as he imagined. The writing 
of the particular aspirant to hterary fame on 
whose labour he is to sit in judgment is 
cramped and irregulär ; the ink is pale, the 
paper is thin, and the aspirant has written 
-on both sides of it. 

Adrian whistles at the first page, grunts 
at the second, gives forth that untranscribable 
note of aimoyance which sounds something 
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like " tuck-tuck-tuck " at the third, and 
throws down the manuscript with an oath. 
at the fourth, 

" D — ^n the brüte I What does he mean 
by using this cursed foreign paper and an 
infernal pin for a pen ? A^o does he sup- 
pose is going to take the trouble to wade 
through his d — d rubbish if he won't take 
the pains even to make it legible ? Give 
me another of those MSS. , Aura : no mortal 
with ordinary sight could read this one — 
it's a physical impossibüity." 

And so he commences to peruse another 
attempt, which is scarcely more legibly in- 
scribed, and is faf more difficult to make 
head or tail of . 

Bell laughs heartily at the recital of her 
cousin's first essay as a reader. 

" Oh, my dear Adrian ! what did I teil 
you were the three grand qualifications 
necessary for the trade you have taken up ? 
Plenty of time, plenty of patience and per- 
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severance, and the ability to appreciate a 
good thing when you see it." 

"But who the devil can see wliether a 
thing is good er bad when it's written in 
such an infernal hand?" replies Adrian, 
whose feäthers are still ruffled by the mom- 
ing's experience. 

" My poor boy I that's nothing to some 
you will reeeive. However, we won't antici- 
pate evil. Bead such as you can, and send 
that particular offender back to me. I'm 
used to all sorts of scratching," * 

And cheered on by her light badinage, 
Adrian reaUy does work for several days in 
succession, winning thereby her wann con- 
gratulations. 

"I knew he would put his Shoulder to 
the wheel when there was a necessity for 
it," she says in confidence to her mother; 
" and he has not only worked, but worked 
well. These criticisms are sound, steady, 
and thoroughly gone into. He won't waste 
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SO much thought over his manuscripts by* 
and-by, but it is a good fault in a beginner 
to be too carefdl ; and he has thoroughly 
digested bis worL I am most agreeably 
gurprised at the resiilt ; I couldn't have done 
it better myself, motber/' 

" Then I am sure it mnst be well done, 
my dear/' rejoins Mrs. Dumaresq with 
matemal indulgence. 

Bell doesn't consider it necessary to add 
tbat she has taken tbe trouble to run 
throifgh all the manuscripts herseif in order 
to judge if her cousin has done bis work 
faithfuUy, and is satisfied that it is so. 
And Adrian is so pleased with her com- 
mendation and encouraged by her estimate 
of his ability, that he begins to think work 
is a most delightful thing, and that he shall 
always like it as well as he does now — 
forgetting that, as yet, he has encountered 
no temptation to forsake it. • 

So the weeks pass tranquilly away, and it 
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is Aura's delight to minister to her husband's 
comfort by day, and Bell's aim to make his 
evenings pleasant to him. So they go to 
the theatres together or dine at one another's 
houses every night, and form a very united 
and happy famüy party, 

Meanwhile Bell Dumaresq is keeping both 

her eyes wide open, and has no intention of 
missing any favourable opportunity of bring- 
ing her cousin and his parents once more 
together. 

At last it dawns. 

She rushes into their rooms one morning 
before they have done breakfast. Adrian 
thinks, as he watches her sparkling eye and 
intelligent conntenance, that he has never 
Seen her look so handsome, 

" I have an engagement for you this 
evening which you must aeeept," she says 
excitedly ; " a f^te at the Botanical Garden». 
They will all be lighted up. There are the 
tickets. Say that you will go, Adrian." 
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« But it wiU be very stupid, won't it ? " 
he says with some demur, "only flowers 
and women's boimets. Fve no taste for that 
sort of thing, Bell. . I think I should pre- 
fer a pipe at home," 

" Always that pipe, Adrian ; you'll be as 
smoke-dried as a herring before you're 
thirty." At which prophecy Auralaughs in 
her quiet way. " Aura, join issue with me 
and teil him he must go. I have a special 
reason for wishing him to do so." 

" Won't you go, darling ? " ssljb Aura, 
as she leans over the back of his chair 
and takes his hand between her own and 
kisses it. 

Adrian does not resent the silent homage, 
but his answer is addressed to Isabel. 

" If you really wish it, of course I'U go, 
provided you're to be one of the party. 
But has this child a proper bonnet to go 
in ? I remember how the women rig them- 
selves out at the Botanical." 
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"Don^t trouble your head about that, 
Adrian; Aura and I will see that we do 
you credit. And it really is a siglit worth 
seeing. The rush for tickets is tremendous." 

" Who gave you these ? " 

" Oh, some one or other of my chums. 
You know their name is Legion. I am 
so glad you wiU go. You wiU be glad of 
it, too, when you get there." And, under 
pretence of looking over Aura's wardrobe 
and deeiding what she shall wear. Bell 
leaves the room and avoids all further 
questioning. 

The real fact being that Mr. and Mrs. 
Theodore Little, having left town for a few 
weeks to pay a visit in the country, Colonel 
and Lady Olivia Dumaresq have determined 
to attend this evening's botanical fäte by 
them^lves, and Bell, made aware of their 
decision, and resolved if possible to bring 
about a meeting between them and Adrian, 
has paid half-a-guinea apiece for the tickets 
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which she pretends were given to her. It is 
very wrong indeed of Miss Dumaresq even 
to equivocate in such a matter ; but she 
knows that if Adrian thought a plot were 
being laid to bring about a reconciliation 
between his father and himself, nothing 
woidd induce him to accept her invitation, 
and so she is forced to have recourse to a 
ruse in order to seenre his attendance, which 
succeeds so perfectly (as so single-hearted a 
ruse deserves to do), that just about the 
same time Colonel Dumaresq hands Lady 
Olivia into her carriage in Brook Street to 
go to the Botanical Gardens, an ignoble cab 
containing Adrian, BeU, and Aura Starts 
from the Kegent's Park for the same purpose ; 
and five minutes after the Colonel haa 
delivered up his vouchers, and pompously 
drawn Lady Olivia^s hand through his arm, 
his handsome son throws down his ticket» 
on the tumstile, and marshals his cousin 
and his wife into the same path. 
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Could Colonel Dumaresq only guess whose 
footsteps come so steadily upon the track 
of his own ! 

Bell is as piquante as udual^ and Aura i& 
looking lovely, though it must be confessed 
that her youthfal and angelic style of beauty 
loses force when brought in contaet with 
Miss Dumaresq's bright womanliness. She 
is dressed in blue and white, and her wavy 
light brown hair, which, since her marriage, 
she has leamed to twist up into a fashion- 
able chignon, is surmounted by a puff of 
blue crfepe, a bünch of forget-me-nots, and a 
curly blue feather, which form an amalgama-- 
tion infinitely becoming to her. Bell, for 
her part, wears muslin of last year's pur- 
chase, and a black lace bonnet with a rose in 
it, which has the honour of crowning her 
head almost every day ; but what does her 
dress signify? She has not given it a 
thought — ^all her desire has been to make 
Aura look as irresistible as possible. 
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The gaxdens are hung with lamps; the 
Company is brilliant ; the flowers exquisite. 
Aura Stares about her, enchanted with the 
novelty of all she sees, and even Adrian 
confesses that it is a sight worth leaving his 
pipe for. Only Bell is nervous — ^intensely, 
horribly nervous — ^lest they should miss her 
Tincle and aunt altogether, or come upon 
them in some crowded, lighted spot where 
recognition would be impossible. After a 
while her fear becQmes too apparent to re- 
main unobserved. 

" What's the matter, Bell ? " inquires her 
consin. "You're jerking my arm o£F. Is 
there any one here you don't wish to meet ?" 

" That's just it, Adrian ; so if at any 
lime I give you a furtive pinch, tum round 
the other way and say nothing about it." 

" AU right ; but don't let your ' furtive 
pinches ' exceed the limit of human endu- 
rance, or I shall give vent to my feelings 
in a loud howl, and excite the suspicions 
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of the enemy. Halioa I is he in view 
already?'' 

" Tum down that dark path — that one to 
the left I want to speak to some one who 
has gone down there — ^thank you, Adrian. 
Oh, how I wish it were over I " 

"Why, Bell, my dear, how you are 
trembling. You must be overtired Had 
you not better sit down ? " 

" No, no ! I want to catch my fiiends 
before they leave that shrubbery. Come on, 
Adrian, come on; they must have nearly 
reached the other end." And, greatly to 
their astonishment, she almost drags Adrian 
and Aura after her into the unlighted path- 
way, 

Colonel Dumaresq, who is of course the 
friend she is pursuing, has just drawn Lady 
Olivia very unwillingly away from where 
the band is plajdng, and the lights are most 
brilliant, and the gay Company is thickest. 
He very seldont takes his wife into public at 
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all ; but when he does, he will not have her 
looked at. She has been his own particular 
property for the last thirty years, submis- 
sive as a slave and faithfiil as a dog — she has 
grown wrinkled and aged in his service; but 
he has not yet conquered his dislike to seeing 
other eyes than his rest on her form, however 
innocently. So he walks her o£F from the 
music and the crowd and the best part of 
the show, and picks out a nice dark, solitary 
path in which to vent his indignation at the 
Botanical F6te ; the nlanner in which it is 
€onducted, and the people who conduet it. 

** I reaUy believe," he mutters, " that there 
is not a place of public amusement left in 
London at which any modest woman can 
appear with impunity. I bring you here to 
Ir.« s^Jls üonJil. and in 
Order to attain that end I am compelled to 
lead you into the midst of a staring, gaping 
crowd of " 

" But, my dear," pleads Lady Olivia, *' I 
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don't think they were looking at me. Why 
should they, at my age ? Perhaps my dress 
Vattracted them. Ladies are apt to criticise 
eachi other's dresses." 

" Then why do you come out in pubHc in 
a dress calculated to draw notice to your- 
self ? A modest woman wouldn't do such a 

thing. A modest woman shrinks from 

why, Grod bless my soul ! whom have we 
here?" 

For the Colonel has tumed in his excite- 
ment, and in the centre of the path confronts 
his niece and her companions. 

Then comes the tug of war. 

Adrian, recognizing his father, Starts back, 
and Stands upright and immovable es a 
soldier on guard. Aura, who guesses at 
danger without perceiving it, creeps to his 
side, and of the whole party Bell only re- 
tains her sense. Yet she, knowing how 
much depends upon the issue of this meet- 
ing, is trembling like an aspen leaf. 
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" Uncle Henry," she says, rushing into 
the breach at once, for she is too honest to 
feign a fake astonisliment at the encounter, 
"you know who these are — my cousin 
Adrian and his wife. Shake hands with 
them for the sake of your given word." 

"Isabel!" ezclaims Adrian angrüy, 
"what are you saying ? If myfaiher will 
not shake hands with me for my own sake, 
I must decline to do it for any other 
reason." 

" Adrian, my poor boy, is it really you?" 
whimpers Lady OKvia. " Oh, whoever 
would have thought of meeting you here ? " 

" Not I, mother ; you may take my word 
for that. This meeting is by no plot of 
mine. If it is not unintentional, I have 
been tricked into it." 

" You can hardly suppose, sir," says the 
Colonel, " that I should be any party to so 
unpleasant an arrangement. It is doubtless 
an accident. Let us treat it as such, and 
pass on." 
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'* I am more than willing/' replies Adrian 
haughtily. 

" No, unde, pray do not go, Wait one 
minute, tili I explain/' says Isabel huniedly. 
" / planned thiß meeting. I believed— «» 
I believe still — that you could not see 
Adrian, face to face^ without making 
fdends with ' him. Dear uncle, I know 
you wish it — my heart teils me that you 
wish it. Teil him that you forget the past, 
and that you are glad to welcome him home 
again/' 

The Colonel stops, but he is silent. His 
wife is weeping silently upon one arm — ^his 
niece is clinging to the other ; his son is 
Standing just in front of him. The position 
is awkward : he doesn't know what to do 
with it. 

" Is your cousin prepared to atone for 
what has gone before, Isabel — to atone, 
that is to say, for as much as lies in his 
power ? For some, God help us ! the re- 
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pentance of a lifetiine could make no 
reparation," 

" I must answer that question to you my- 
«lf.sir. If you meanbyatonement, Willi 
cringe and fawn to you like that lickspittle, 
yoTir son-in-law — vo—never. It is not in 
your nature, it is not in mine ; no Dumaresq 
would stoop to do it. I want to live quietly 
andrespectably,iflcan; and if you're sorxy 
for the way youVe treated me for the last 
eight yeaxs, why, TU shake hands with 
you and try to forget it; and that's all I 
have to say on the subject." 

Strange to say, this independent speech, 
instead of nettling, rather "fetches" the 
ColoneL Perhaps he is a little sick of being 
fawned upon and flattered ; perhaps some of 
Bell's outspoken comments on his behaviour 
towards Adrian have smitten him between 
the joints of his armour ; any way, the 
answer, which his niece is dreading, is mild 
as mother's milk to what she had expected 
irom him. 
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"You speak your mind rather freely, 
young man ; but sincerity is a fault on the 
right side. You rwust know that your 
behaviour towards me Las been infamous; 
that you have deKberately disgraced the 
name you bear ; that you lowered yourself 
by base association until you were no 
longer fit to be admitted into decent society ; 
.and that, after having wounded me un- 
utterably, after [having crushed my — 
crushed my — daran it^ sir, after having 
<jrushed my-^ " 

But here the ColoneFs eloquence is brought 
to a sudden and suspicious close. 

'* Father 1 " cries Adrian, starting forward, 
touched to the quick by the breaking down 
of that rough speech. " Oh, father, if you 
only knew how I too have feit it ! " 

This touch of natoe, so seaxching because 
it is so true, has a magical effeet on both of 
them. Colonel Dumaresq takes the hands 
stretched out to him, and holds them for a 
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few seconds in sUence, whilst he struggles 
with the feeling which makes him afraid to 
trust bis own voice in reply. Then he puts 
Adrian from him ahnost brusquely, saying, 
" Kiss your mother, sir ; " and Bell knows 
the reconciliation she has striven for m 
eflfected, and thanks God. 

Poor little Aura, who during the alterca 
tion has shrunk baxik bä far as she can inta 
the shadow of the laurel bushes, is the next 
to Tindergo examination. 

"Mother, let me present my wife to you. 
Father, here is some one who will do her 
dnty by you twice as well as I have ever 
done " 

" And well she may, sir ! well she may ! " 
interposes the Colonel, who has recovered 
bis powers of pronunciation. 

" And if ever you should feel disposed to 
kick me out again, why, you can retain 
her for a hostage, and gain by the ex- 
change." 
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" Oh, Adrian ! " says Aura plaintively, as 
though it were all gospel. 

"You wouldn't stay, chicken, I suppose 
that means. Well, your taste wiU improve 
after a while, my dear. You don't half 
know what a scapegrace you are tied to. 
I hide my light under a bushel, for fear it 
should dazzle the world." 

"My dearest boy, why do you speak so 
thoughtlessly ? " says Lady Olivia. 

She caunot understand that the feelings of 
both father and son are too deeply stirred to 
permit of their indulging in anything but 
banter. And so they go on " chaflSug " one 
another, Adrian the loudest in chaff of all, 
untU they reach the entrance gates again. 

"Wül you come home with us?" says 
Colonel Dumaresq quietly. 

"Not to-night, 1 think. We have pro- 
mised to have supper with Bell." 

"Don't mind me, Adrian," says his 
Cousin. 
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" Who should I mind if it were not you ? " 
he answers faithfully, and it touches her ta 
note that even at so important a juncture he 
iö not afraid to let the world see that she is^ 
first with him. 

"Well, come to dinner to-morrow, then, 
Adrian. Your mother and I wül be quite 
alone ; and we have had no opportimity by 
this light even to see what our daughter-in- 
law is lite/' 

So the engagement is ratified apparently 
in the most careless manner, as thongh the 
contracting parties had been friends all tlieir. 
lives, and with no fiirther emotion than a 
pressure of the hand conveys-they separate 
for the night. 

But, as Lady Oliva drives homeward in 
the darkness by her husband's side, her 
ungloved hand steals into his and rests there 
confidingly — an action of which it has not 
been guilty for years past; and as the 
ignoble cab deposits its freight in Carlisle 
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Terrace,and Aura runs lightiy upstaiis into 
the drawing-room, Adrian draws his cousin 
into the shadow of the landing, and aays, 
"Godblessyou, BeU!" 
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CHAPTER VL 

THE FIKST DOUBT. 

BuT notwithstanding bis gratitude to Isabel, 
and the natural elation of bis spirits at 
being restored to bis position in bis fatber's 
bouse, Adrian Dumaresq experiences a 
Strange qualm eacb time be remembers tbe 
dinner be and Aura are invited to partake 
of in Brook Street on tbe following day. 
Could be but go alone and leave big wife at 
bome, be feels tbat be could make bis footing 
sure ; but witb ber by bis side, eacb moment 
will be one of torture, lest sbe sbould, by 
Word or manner, innocently betray tbat 
wbicb it is of so mucb importance sbould 
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remain concealed. And yet. how can he soü 
her mind by telling her the tnitib, and ask- 
ing her to aid him in deception ? 

a coward ; but he is not yet bad enougb to 
stoop to this. There is a great lapse between 
doing wrong ourselves and teaching another 
to sin with ns.. And with aU Adrian's 
great &ults, he has not been deceitful. He 
has openly led a dissipated and reckless 
life, defiant alike of public laws and private 
opinion ; but aU the world has been cogni- 
sant of his wrong-doing. He has never 
attempted to conceal it : deception is a new 
phase of evil to him, and it does not sit 
upon him easily. As soon as he has leisure 
€ahnly to consider the interview in the 
Botanical Gardens, all his joy is quenched 
beneath the thought that he has accepted 
what is not his due — a pardon extended to 
the husband of a gentlewoman, to one who 
had gained a fortune for himself, and not to 
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Mm who has contracted an alliance the true 
knowledge of which would hurt bis father's 
pride to that degree that he would, in all 
probability, become twofold bis enemy to 
wbat be was before. It is useless for Adrian 
to try and satisfy bis conscience by tbe 
assertion tbat tbe facts above mentioned 
are poor pretexts for tbe oflFer of forgive- 
ness from a parent to an erring cbild, and 
tbat wbat be really is sincere in — a desire 
for reformation — ^is tbe only reason for wbicb 
it sbould bave been extended. 

Tbe fact remains — tbe untrutb also re- 
mains-and they make him veiy uncom- 
fortable. A dozen times over does be try 
and lay some plan by wbicb be may go to 
tbat dinner by bimself, but tbey all fail. 
Aura wiU not plead guijty to a beadacbe> 
er confess tbat sbe is tired, or prefer to 
remain at bome and write to ber fatber; 
and her husband's reiterated inquiries only 
bave tbe eflfect of rendering ber suspicious of 
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the truth, that he is desirous of dispensing 
with her Company. And suspicion makes 
the child imhappy, and Adrian's rase — Si& 
he teils himself — ^is not worth that; for 
sooner or later she must meet his parents. 
Khe pleads fatigue, or any other falaehood, 
in excuse for her absence to-day, Lady 
Oüvia wiU insist upon her putting in an 
appearance on the first fevourable oppor- 
tunity. 

No; he must go through with it, and 
trust to Chance, untü his relations with his 
father shall be so thoroughly re-established 
as to permit him to correct the mistake into 
which they have all fallen, without fear of its 
disturbing the domestic harmony. Adrian 
derives great comfort from the knowledge 
that it ^ a mistake, and that he has never 
positively told a lie lipon the subject. 
" A drowning man catches at a straw." 
And so, a few hours later, they are Stand- 
ing in the character of guests within that 
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threshold whence so lately he was thrust 
forth into the driving rain. There is a 
pleased smile on the face of the old butler 
Simmonds as he opens the door to them 
himself, and takes Adrian's hat, and con- 
gratulates him in a low, respectfui voiee 
lipon his marriage. 

'' Quite a surprise, isn't it, old feUow ? '' 
•exclaims the son and heir. "Like one of 
the harlequin's tricks at Christmas — slap- 
bang ! down with the publican, up with the 
priest. I shouldn't wonder if I ended by 
being a parson affcer all, Simmonds ; IVe 
begun at the right end for it. Sifted out 
all my chaff, eh ? and leffc nothing but the 
wheat behind." 

" Hush, sir, pray I " replies the old ser«- 
vant, chuckling behind his band, although 
he would consider it very disrespectfid to 
laugh at "Master Adrian's fun" aloud. 
" My lady is in the drawing-room, waiting 
to receive you." 
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" Come along, Aura," says Adrian, taking 
his wife upon his arm; and then, as they 
ascend the staircase, he bends down to 
whisper in her ear, ^' Kemember my caution ! 
not a Word about the past." 

" Mr. and' Mrs. Adrian Dumaresq," shout» 
Simmonds, loud enongh for the whole house 
to hear him, as he throws open the drawing- 
room door ; and Aura, still trembling, *finds 
herseif in the presence of her mother-in- 
law. 

Lady Olivia is alone, and before ColoneL 
Dumaresq appears she has time to get over 
some of her first tearftd congratulations, 
caiesses, and inquiries. They axe aJl of the 
washed-out and toast-and- water order ; and 
Lady Olivia eries little weak tears, that come 
into the world one by one, as she utters 
them ; and Aura looks stränge and confused, 
and uncertain what to do or say under their 
infliction, and Adrian inexpressibly bored. 
He believes his mother loves him after her 
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maudlin fashion, but he has always con- 
sidered her, to use his own phrase, " a bit 
of a humbug ; and has twice the respect 
and feeling for his outspoken, stem, and 
stiffiiecked father. The stiffiiecked father 
appears presently, just as dinner is announced; 
he has purposely regulated his entrance to 
allow no time for an awkward intervaJ. 
He shakes hands with Adrian ; salutes 
Aura on her forehead, and, placing her hand 
within his arm, prepares to conduct her 
to the dining-room. It is fortunate that 
Adrian has had sufficient foresight to give 
his wife a few instructions aB to what wiU 
\>e required of her on the oecasion. As it 
is, she blushes scarlet at the uousual position 
in. which she finds herseif, and induces the 
commentary from the servants' hall that 
^^she's pretty enough, but clean from the 
€Ountry — ^any one could see that." Colonel 
Dumaresq holds up his head with so much 
dignity, that he doesn't observe the blush ; 
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did he do so, he would probably attribute 
it to a very becoming modesty. 

The dinner passes off pleasantly enough, 
and with far more ease than Adrian had 
anticipated. The subject of Doncaster is 
naturally avoided, and no fearful tniths 
respecting Aura's antecedents are blurted 
out before the servants. But when the 
dessert is concluded, and Lady Olivia, after 
several ineffectual signs to her daughter-in- 
law (of the meanijig of which poor Aura 
has no comprehension), has been compelled 
to teil her outright that it is time they 
retired, and beax her off to the drawing- 
room, the spirits of our hero sink to the 
lowest. Now comes the time for confidence, 
— ^here is the möment in which his father 
will probe him to the quick; and Aura, 
lefb to the tender mercies of her mother-in- 
law, will give a detailed account of her birth, 
her bringing up, and the companions she has 
been used to associate with in Doncaster. 



160 MAD DÜMAKESQ. 

As f ar as his fears with respect to himself 
extend, they are not realized. Colonel Du- 
maresq with all his tyranny is a gentleman, 
and is too delicate, the amende honourable 
having been made and received, to re^ive 
impleasant recoUections by harping on the 
past. Some few allusions he does make to 
Adrian's altered mode of Hfe, and his own 
satisfaction that it shonld be so ; but, further 
than remarking he admires her personal 
appearance^ he does not even mention his 
wife, and one great danger, the son feels 
with gratitude, is for the present safely 
tided over. They speak of the employment 
Adrian has taken up, to which Colonel Du- 
maresq, notwithstanding the three hundred 
a year, decidedly objeets. It will bring him 
into the Company of literary men — very few 
of whom he will find on a level with himself 
in point of birth or Station. 

" Of course it was kind of your eousin 
to take the trouble to find work for you. 
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Isabel is a good girl, and, with the exception 
of a very absurd enthusiasm relative to 
the profession that — entirely opposed to my 
wishes — she wül persist in foUowing, I have 
no faidt to find with her. But I would 
save my brother's danghter from such 
association if she woidd listen to me — ^far 
more, my son. I don't want to throw cold 
water on your energies, Adrian, when they 
have just been tumed in the right direction ; 
but it will go hard with me if I don't find 
you some better employment than that of 
a professional reader." 

" I'm sure I'm very much obliged to you,. 
sirl'' 

'^ A civil appointment is the thingfor you; 
something that will occupy you for a few 
hours in the momings, and give you leisure 
for the Park or your club in the aftemoon. 
I don't care for going out much myself, 
but young men of family shoidd be known ; 
and on this point take my advice, Adrian. 

VOL. II. M 
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Don't make a custom of dragging your wife 
after you wherever you go. If you begin 
it in the honeymoon you can't well drop it 
afterwards; and women were never intended 
to be Seen. There's much too much of that 
kind of thing nowadays, when every 
counter-jumper thinks he has a right to 
swagger along the Park, and stare the 
duchesses and countesses, aye, and the 
princesses of the blood Koyal, out of coun- 
tenance. Your wife has a pretty face ; don't 
make it too common." 

" I have no intention of doing so, and I 
don't think Aura would like it either. She 
is a very modest, imaffected girl." 

" So it seems. AU the better for you. 
How old is she ? — twenty ? " 

'^ Somewhere about that," replies his son 
carelessly. 

'* Very young to be left a widow ; how- 
ever, youVe rectified that error. And now, 
Adrian, remember you are more lucky than 
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you deserve to be. You are married, 
independent, and have gained a fresh Start 
in life. Keep it, and we shall keep friends. 

Suppose we join the ladies." 

^ * « « # 

Meanwhile, Aura has been getting her 
afiairs in much. the same entanglement as 
Lady Olivia's Persian kitten does her feet, 
when she finds the work-basket ungiiarded, 
and amuses herseif by rolling about the floor 
in Company with a ball of wool. 

Her mother-in-law is so very affectionate 
and confidential and curious, as soon as tliey 
are left alone together, that between her 
love of truth and the remembrance of her 
husband's caution the poor child is quite 
puzzled what to say. 

"And now, dear," is the first questiou 
Lady Olivia puts to her, " teil me how long 
youVe been married. You know that my 
poor dear Adrian has had such a sad difter- 
ence with his father, that we were not made 
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aware of his wedding until after it was over, 
or, of course, 'we should have been present 
at the ceremony. I can't think what your 
own people must have thought of it." 

As the questioner has run on so far be- 
yond her query, Aura makes no reply, and 
Lady Olivia has to repeat it. 

" Have you been married long, my 
dear ? " 

" Oh no — only a month." 

" Only a month, dear me ! And where 
did Adrian take you for the wedding trip ? '' 

" We went to Matlock." 

" A very pretty place ; I have been there 
more than once. And have you seen your 
relations since your marriage ? " 

"Notyet." 

" You have a mother ? " 

" No, my mother died very long ago." 

« A father ? " 

^^ Yes." Then Aura begins to grow rest- 
less and uneasy, not knowing whether the 
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mention of her father is included in the 
embargo laid on Doncaster. 

" And were you married from yonr father's 
house ? " 

" Yes, but it's not at Doncaster/' replies 
the girl, thinking to get out of the scrape 
that way. 

" I suppose not ; few people WQuld live at 
Doncaster who were not obliged. In the 
<50untry, perhaps ? " 

"Yes, in the country." 

" What's the name of his estate ? " 

" I don't think it has a name — or, at least, 
I would so much xather you asked Adrian 
about all this." 

Lady Olivia looks astonished, as well she 
may. 

" How can Adrian know better than your- 
self, my dear ? But, perhaps, it is painful for 
you to speak of your home. Yet it is not 
the first time you have left it ? " 

'*No." Aura is thinking of a visit she 
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once paid to her mother's relations in Scot- 
land as she says this. 

" And I suppose — that first time — ^you 
look so very young — there was no family^ 
was there, my dear ? " continues Lady Olivia 
inquisitively. 

*^ No one but me," is the incomprehensible 
reply. 

" It couldn't have lasted more than a year 
at the outside, I dare say ? " 

But her companion has not the least idea 
to what she is alluding, so she grows red 
and tnms away. 

" I didn't mean to wound you, my deaiv 
by the allusion, but perhaps you were very 
much attached to him ? " 

*^ Oh, I was, and I am stül," says Aura, 
thinking the reference is to Adrian. 

''Indeed! Ah, well, well 1 youll forget 
all about it by-and-by, you know." 

" I hope not." 

'^ Why, what does Adrian say to that ? 
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Does he like the old times being raked up 
again ? " 

" Oh, not at all ; he is always telling me 

f 

not to allude to them, and that is why I 
would rather not speak of it." 

" Very proper of you, I'm sure. You 
cannot pay too much attention to your 
husband's wishes ; and, whatever haa been, 
he is the first now, is he not ? " 

*' He always was the first." 

" What, during the time we were speaking 
of?" 

"Yes, always." 

Lady Olivia's sense of propriety is 
shocked. 

" Oh, but, my dear, that wasn't right, 
you know, and the less said about it the 
better. Poor Adrian was always very wüd, 
but you shoidd have checked him. How- 
ever, ' all's well that ends well.' But pray 
don't mention it to any one but me." 

Fortunately at this crisis the door opens 
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to admit the gentlemen, and Aura is relieved 
from forther questioning ; but the Impression 
she leaves on the mind of her mother-in-law 
isnotveryfavourable. 

"Such a shocking thing, my dear," she 
teils the Colonel as soon as the young 
people's backs are tumed. " Dear Adrian 
knew her, it seems, during her first mar- 
riage, and she actually confessed to me 
there had been something between them. 
However, fortunately, the husband died, 
you know, for if he hadn't, dear Adrian 
might have been led more completely astray. 
And fancy the girFs telling me, of all 
people ! I'm sure it's a mercy they're mar- 
ried at last." 

" Don't believe a word of it," rejoins the 
Colonel, who is sleepy, and doesn't want to 
talk; " and if true, what matter ? He's her 
husband now, fast enough, and deuced lucky 
to be so. A widow of twenty with two 
thousand a year at her back is not to be 
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, picked up every day, and I like the looks of 
the girl into the bargain. She's modest and 
qniet — doesn't dress too much nor talk too 
much, as all the women of the present day 
do. So I beg you won't go spreading any 
infernal scandal about her amongst your. 
cackUng tribe of friends ; for what she and 
Adrian said or didn't say to one another 
before marriage concems no one but them- 
selves." 

" Oh no, Henry, of course not ; and I don't 
believe it either — but still, if it is true ? " 

" I wish you'd hold your tongue, and go 
to sleep," rejoins the Colonel, which puts an 
effectual stop to Lady Olivia's surmises. 

But though she dares not mention the 
subject to her husband again, she is not easy 
until she has unbosomed herseif to BeU. 

" My dear girl, she's very nice and pretty 
and all that ; but I should think her mueh 
nicer if she hadn't told me a most dreadfal 
thing about herseif." 
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" A dreadful thing about Aura. My dear 
aunt, you must be mistaken. She's the 
most innocent creature in the world." 

''Ah, she may look so, perhaps ; but she 
confessed to me quite openly the other day, 
when she was dining here, that she was in 
love with Adrian during the lifetime of her 
first husband. And that is so very wrong, 
you know, my dear Isabel. And my poor 
dear boy, too — I quite tremble when I think 
of his being entrapped in such a pitfall. A 
married woman 1 I can't teil you how it 
shocked me." 

But Bell is laughing so, she can hardly 
answer. 

" My dear aunt, yöu must have frightened 
Aura so terribly, that she didn't know what 
she was saying. I don't believe they knew 
eaeh other during her first marriage. Adrian 
always spoke of her to me as a recent ac- 
quaintance. But if they did, and anything 
oecurred between them that was not perfectly 
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correct, do you think she wonld be so foolish 
and impolitic as to come and teil it to you ? I 
am sure you must have misnnderstood her." 

" Oh, very well, Bell ; perhaps I can 
neither hear nor nnderstand," retums Lady 
Olivia, rather nettled at her niece's unbelief ; 
"but whatever Mrs. Adrian Dumaresq 
meanty she said what I have told you." 

" I cannot believe she intended you to 
look at it in that light, aunt, whatever it 
may have been ; but I shall see Aura this 
evening, and I will ask her all about it. 
Looked at from your point of view the sub- 
ject becomes serious, and if nothing eise, she 
shouldbe warned to keep such matters of 
interest to herseif." 

So the first time Bell finds herseif alone 
with Adrian's wife she puts the question 
pointblank to her. 

" Aura, dear, what was it that you told 
Aunt Olive the other day about having 
known Adrian during your first marriage ? " 
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" Whaty Bell ? " says Aura, with a start. 

" When did you first become acquainted 
withhim,mydear?" 

" About three years ago." 

" Three years ! " exclaims Miss Drimaresq, 
starting in her tum ; " then he must have 
been alive, surely ? " 

" Who was alive ? '^ 

" Your first husband." 

" Oh, BeU, are you laughing at me ? " 

" Laughing at you, my dear child ? I only 
want to leam the truth. Did you know my 
cousin during your first marriage ? " 

" My first marriage ! " 

"Yes, yes; during the lifetime of your 
first husband." 

"But, Bell, do you think I have been 
married before ? " 

" Think ! Why, of course you have — 
haven't you ? " 

" Married before — and I not seventeen tili 
October 1 Oh, what an idea 1 " 
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" But, Aura, surely it was the case. Why, 
what was your former name ? " 

" Kellick ; Adrian doesn't like my talking 
about such things, you know ; but I don't 
suppose he would mind your hearing that/' 

" Kellick 1 Not Stapleton." 

" No. Why, you must be thinking of the 
lady at Eothesay House, whom Adrian used 
to visit sometimes. Ask him, Bell ; he will 
teU you that I speak the truth." 

" Hush 1 No, don't ask him ; don't speak 
to him about it, please,'' replies Miss Duma- 
resq, who has tumed deadly white at the 
announcement. " There has been a mistake 
somewhere, but doubtless it will be rectified, 
and tili then do not mention the subject to 
your husband. It will annoy him r he will 
be angry with you. Do you hear what I 
say, Aura ? You are to forget that I ever 
spoke to or questioned you about it." 

" I will do anything. Bell, if you will not 
look so pale. Why, how you are shaking ! 
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What is the matter ? Do sit down in this 
chair." 

" I'm all right," retums her companion 
faintly. " I have only experieneed a little 
shock ; it is nothing — ^it is already past." 

" Do you often feel like that ? " inquires 
Aura innoeently. 

" Not often, thank God 1 or the world 
would seem a worse place even than it is. 
Come, Aura, let us go back to the drawing- 
room, or we shall make them think that we 
are talking treason shut up here by our- 

selves." 

***** 

" IVe got it aU out of Aura, aunt," she 
says a few days afterwards in Lady Olivia's 
ear; "she evidently quite misunderstood 
your meaning. She did not know Adrian 
until she was free to marry him, and there- 
fore any illegal flirtation between them must 
have been out of the question/' 

" WeU, my dear, Tm glad to hear it, be. 
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•cause it shocked me very much to think the 
•contrary, and of course I want to like 
Adrian's wife. I shall feel quite comfort- 
able again with her now, and able to talk as 
I like without fear of being offended. Not 
but what it wonld have been very natural 
she should fall in love with him whenever 
they met. My poor dear boy 1 So hand- 
spme and so agreeable when he chooses to 
be so ! He is getting on wonderfiilly Avith 
his father, Isabel." 

" I am delighted to hear it, aunt, and I 
trust nothing may ever oeeur again to cause 

■ 

a rupture between them." 

" Oh no ! how should it ? But you don't 
look well, my dear. Do you find this hot 
weather as trying as I do ? '* 

" It is rather oppressive at times, but one 
must expect that in July. Good-bye, aunt. 
I cannot stay: I only ran in to set your 
mind at ease with regard to the propriety of 
Aura's conduct." 



i 
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And she is off again to her reading, 
writing, and reviewing, but with a heavier 
heart than she has carried there for some 
time past. There is a shadow over her 
betokening evil, though she cannot yet dis- 
cern from which quarter it will come. But 
where there is need for coneealment Miss 
Dumaresq feels there is need for fear. 
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CHAPTEK VII. 

THE BEGÜSTNING OF THE END. 

Tms little episode brought, as far as Lady 
Olivia is concemed, to a satisfactory con- 
clusion, the intimacy between the house in 
Brook Street and the little apartments in 
the [Eegent's Park progresses for some time 
without any fiirther interruption. The 
prophecy to which Adrian once most in- 
credulously alluded before Bell, of the 
" family greys standing before his hnmble 
domicile, and the family flunkey making 
the neighbourhood resound with the rever- 
beration of his, hnmble knocker," actually 
comes to pass. 

VOL. II. N 
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Lady Olivia calls in state upon her 
daughter-in-law, after which there is but 
one awful ordeal to be gone througli, to 
attend a ceremonious dinner-party given by 
the Colonel to reintroduce bis son amongst 
bis circle of acquaintance, and tbe treaty of 
peace is concluded. 

Not that Adrian com^s off scot-free from 
that dinner-pariy, during wbieb poor Aura, 
frightened out of her bfe at being suddenly 
placed in a position so far above what she 
has been accustomed to, commits several 
solecisms against good breeding which do 
not pass unnoticed by her mother-in-law. 
She does not actually go so far as to eat 
peas with her knife, or wipe her mouth with 
the back of her hand. Aura has been 
brought up, remember, at a boarding- 
school, where she was taught to avoid, at 
least, the coarser errors of the class from 
which she sprang ; but she shows, in a 
thousand little awkwardnesses, that she is 
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xmused to good society, and Lady Olivia 
blnshes for her. 

Colonel Dumaresq, who thinks so much of 
ies biens^ances, would blush also did he 
observe them ; but with him, so long as a 
woman does not thnist herseif into notice 
nor talk louder than her companions^ she is 
fulfilling the end for which she was created, 
at all events at a dinner-party. So, occupied 
with the male portion of the Company, 
amongst which he observes with secret pride 
his son is one of the best looking and the 
most agreeable, he does not notice Aura's 
shortcomings, and Lady Olivia resolves that 
the best thing for her to do will be to 
mention the subject to Adrian herseif. 
So, on the first favomrable opportunity, 
which happens a few days after, she opens 
the ball. 

They are alone together, Adrian having 
strolled in for half-an-hour to smoke a pipe 
in his father's library, and looked in at the 
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boudoir to wish his mother " good moming " 
before leaving the house again. 

**My dear Adrian, how well you are 
looking! How I wish I had your robust 
health. Now, do sit down for a few minutes, 
I want particularly to talk to you." 

" All riglit, mother ; but I promised to be 
with Bell at noon." 

" I will not detain you long. It's not a 
pleasant subject, my dear, but I think it's 
my duty to mention it to you. I wouldn't 
teil your father, because I knew it would 
vex Idm, and we are all so comfcfrtable 
together now, tbank God, that " 

" Why, what is the matter ? " 

" Nothing, my dear boy, nothing ! Pray 
don't be so vehement, you make me feel quite 
nervous. Only^ — ^your dear wife, Adrian — 
she's a very sweet girl, and we are all dis- 
posed to love her dearly, but in the position 
she now holds there are one or two little 
things which, if you could speak to her about 
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— ^nothing of much consequence, you know, 
my dear — only in society they are not nsual, 
and people are so apt to talk." 

Adrian gets red, and, looking down, traces 
the pattem of the carpet diligently with bis 
stick. 

*^ Yes," he says with apparent indifference. 
" What has she been doing ? '' 

" Well, my dear, I do not wish to oJBFend 
you, but the other evening, when she dined 
here, there were so many little points on 
whieh she appeared ignorant, that Lady 
Towerscourt actually asked me where she 
had been brought up." 

" D — d. impertinent of the old hag, I call 
it,'' says her son. 

"Oh, my dear Adrian, think of whom 
you are speaking. And it was very natural. 
Your wife called Lord Polkinghom, who 
took her down to dinner, * dr ' almost every 
time she addressed him, and she was not 
going to take her gloves off until I told h^r 
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to do 00 ; and after we had letired from the 
table, she qnite astaniflhed some of the ladies 
bjr the accaants she gave of how she used to 
go oat gathering mushiooms and watereresses 
with some old person of thename of £abbit& 
I ean assure you that at one time she qnite 
monopolized the conversation ; and althongh 
I know that yonng ladies bronght np in the 
province» do very stränge thiugs sometimes, 
jet I cannot but think it wonld be advisable 
for you to caution your wife against maldng 
' such incidents public. I could see that Lady 
Towerscourt was listening very attentively 
aU the time^ and I was not in the least sur- 
prised at the remark she made afterwards. 
I am sure you will agree with me that 
dear Aura ought to be more cautious." 

*^I don't see it at all," replies Adrian, 
Standing up manfully for the absent, 
although he has grown more and more 
uneasy as his mother proeeeded. " I don't 
suppose Aura said anything improper; and 
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as for her girlish stories about mushrooms 
and watercresses, that painted old Jezebel, 
Lady Towerscourt, woidd give her right hand 
twice over to be able to take pleasure again 
in anything so innocent." 

" Improper y mj dear Adrian I What a 
term — and for my daughter-in-law, too I I 
sbould hope not." 

" Aura has lived all her life in the country, 
I don't deny that; and I dare say her 
manners may appeax unpoUshed beside those 
of a regulär old stager like my Lady Towers- 
court, but I am sure you will never see her 
do anything that is unladylike, nor hear her 
take away her neighbour's character behind 
her back." 

"Oh no, I hope not; but still you know, my 
dear Adrian, there axe certaiu convenances 
which must be observed if we would mix in 
Society, and I can't think how your wife can 
have missed acquiring them. It is not as 
though she were fresh from a boarding-school, 
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andhadhadnoopportunityofdoiDgso. Did 
they never give dinner parties, my deax ? " 

"Who?" 

" Why, in her fonner condition, when she 

was Mrs. — I really don't tliink I have heard 

what her name used to be/' 

But Adrian takes no notice of the 
Suggestion. 

"Did she give dinner parties? I can^t 
inform you, mother. I never asked ; but if 
she isn't good enough to come to yours, 
don't send her another invitation, that's all." 

" Oh, my dearest boy I and when I have 
been made so happy by this reconciliation. 
How can you say anything so cruel ? You 
must know what I meant, my dear : that . 
a gentie hint or two from you perhaps 
— she looks up with such reverence to all 
you do or say — may have the desired eflfect, 
which should be as much an object to you as 
to ourselves ; and I have not mentioned the 
Bubject to your father, remember." 
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'* Well, mother, it just comes to this," re- 
plies Adrian, rising from his chair. "Aura is 
my wife, and you must take her as she is or 
not at all ; but if you don't see her you don't 
See me/' and he tums to leave the room. 

But Lady Olivia is already weeping at 
the effect of her caution, and entreats him 
through her tears to stay. 

** Your father would be so angry, Adrian, if 
he thought that I had vexed you in any 
way. Pray think no more of it. I shall 
not mention it again ; and give my kind 
love to Aura, and say I shall call for her in 
the carriage this aftemoon at four. And oh, 
my dear boy, do kiss me before you go, and 
say you are not angry." 

The " dear boy " is graciously pleased to 
do as required of him, and leaves the house, 
an exalted specimen of conjugal devotion in 
the eyes of his weak, fond mother. But 
when he reaches home again he appears in a 
very different character. He can stand up 
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for Aura behind her back, and he is too 
proud to have let Lady Olivia see how much 
her comments stung bim, if be can belp it ; 
but be bas no intention of letting bis wife 
ruin bis prospeets more completely tbari sbe 
bas already done. He breaks bis appoint- 
ment witb bis cousin tbat morning, and goes 
straigbt to Aura and teils ber some bome 
trutbs tbat nearly break ber bonest, loving 
little beart. 

" How, after all tbat I bave told you and 
tbe cautions you bave received, you could 
go and make sueb a complete fool of your- 
self is past my comprebension," be says 
warmly, after be bas repeated to ber tbe sub- 
stance of bis conversation witb bis motber. 

" Ob, Adrian, bow could I teil be was a 
lord?" replies poor Aura. " I didn't bear bis 
name at all wben Lady Olivia introduced 
bim to me ; and about tbe gloves, I — I — " 
sobbing, "always tbougbt — people — did 
wear gloves — at a dinner party/' 
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" Oh, if you're going to cry it's no use my 
speaking to you," says Adrian impatiently^ 
as he begins to pace the room, " and these 
things are not half so bad as what followed. 
How often have I told you not to rake up 
the past with all its hateftd reminiscences? 
You are my wife. Can't you be content 
with that, and let me forget how you came 
to be so I " 

" How 1 came to he so ! " repeats Aura in 
a tone that brings him to his senses. 

"You must know what I mean. That 
your family is not on a par with my own, 
and I have iiot yet informed them of the 
fact, and when I do God knows what the 
consequences may not be." 

" But, Adrian, I have been so very par- 
ticular never to speak of my father or the 
cottage, or anything which I thought you 
might not wish me to mention. And when 
I Said that I used to gather watercresses and 
mushrooms, it is nothing wrong, you know 
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— other girls, quite young ladies, do it-and 
they know how young I am." 

" That's just it. I don't want you to be 
always thrusting your youth before their 
eyes. You are mucb too young to be my 
wife, and women will take advantage of the 
fact, änd try to put you down in coüse- 
quence. I would rather they thought that 
you were five-and-twenty." 

" But if I am not, darling ? " she says 

« 

piteously. 

" Pshaw ! you are so simple, you will 
always betray yourself. Can't you under- 
stand that all I require you to do is to hold 
your tongue upon the subjeet ? " 

" Yes, dear. Oh, how I wish that I were 
olderl" 

" Wishing will do no good, and even being 
older would do no good unless you also 
leamed to keep your own counsel. I have 
not taken you entirely into my confidenee in 
this matter, Aura ; but you can, at all 
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events, imderstand a plain command. You 
are not to speak about your past life to any 
one but me." 

" Yes, Acjrian, I will remember ; but— " 
and liere she comes meekly to bis aide, as a 
dog in disgrace creeps to bis master's heel 
to supplicate forgiveness — " but say you love 
me, darling." 

He looks down at her sweet, tearful face 
for a moment in silence, then stoops and 
kisses her. 

" My poor cbild, I told you you would 
regret marrying me/' 

" Oh, never, never / if I can but do as 
you wish me, Adrian — ^if I can but make 
you happy. But you wiU teach me. I 
know it will be a great deal of trouble ; but 
I will learn as fast as ever I can — only teach 
me not to disgrace you again, Adrian." 

And the zeal with which she enters into 
his instructions upon etiquette, combined with 
her own intelligence, really serves in a very 
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Bhort time to correct all tlie most glaring 
soleciBms of which she has been guilty. 

So occupied is Adrian at this juncture 
with bis daily increasmg success in Brook 
Street that he does not perceive the change 
in Miss Dumaresq's behaviour towards him, 
or rather, I should say, he does not perceive 
that alteration in her spirits and demeanour 
which was alluded to in the last chapter ; 
f or she transacts business with bim as 
punctually as before (though, since the 
OoloneFs promise to procure bim some- 
thing better, Mr. Adrian's enthusiasm about 
his readership has been somewhat on the 
wane), and is as cordial as ever in her manner 
towards Aura, and they meet as often as 
they used to do, and it is only now and then 
that Bell's eyes may be canght fixed upon 
her Cousin with an expression in them as 
though she longed to speak but dared not. 
But she will not go to Brook Street in his 
Company — she has neither dined nor spent 
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th^ evening tliere since Aura innocently be- 
trayed the secret of lier antecedents ; and 
were Adrian as well as his parents not 
wholly engrossed with liimself and his own 
concems, they would be sure to observe so 
nnusual a proceeding on her part. But tbey 
let it pass unheeded. 

Meahwhile it is not to be supposed that 
such an important fact as the restoration of 
the son and heir-presumptive to the bosom 
of his family can long remain a secret from 
those whom it so much concems as Mr. and 
Mrs. Theodore LitÜe. Lady Olivia, indeed, 
who is not blessed with discrimination, and 
can never find anything to write about, 
makes it the subject of her daily letters to 
her daughter, and enlarges so eloquently on 
the rapture of the Colonel, the filial devotion 
of Adrian, and the intimacy maintained 
between the two houses, that the Honourable 
Theodore becomes alarmed; and having 
addressed a long letter of expostulation 



192 MAD DUMARESQ. 

to his father-in-law, which receives no an- 
swer, resolves to cut short his visit to his 
own relations and retum to watch over the 
interests of those belonging to his wife. 

" What next ? " he exclaims irritably, as 
Georgie slowly finishes reading out a descrip- 
tion of the State dinner-party. " We shall 
find OUT apartments occnpied, I suppose, 
and all our possessions tumed out into the 
passage. Georgina, we must retum home 
at onee." 

But "retuming home at onee/' with no 
reasonable excuse for doing so, when you 
are fulfilhng a three mönths' engagement 
with your family, is not always so easy a 
matter to arrange without giving offence, 
and so it comes to pass that several more 
weeks of the season elapse before Mr. and 
Mrs. Theodore Little are able to alight in 
Brook Street. 

" And what on earth, my dear, has brought 
you back to town at this time of the year," 
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is Lady Olivia's rather dubious greeting as 
she receives them, " when every oneis think- 
ing of going away, and we shall be off to 
Baden ourselves before the month is out? 
And the children, tool it's so much too 
bot for them, poor little dears ! Ah, this 
is Mrs. Adrian Dumaxesq, my dear Georgie 
— your sister-in-law," she continnes with 
conscious haste, for Aura and Adrian are 
sj)ending that aftemoon in Brook Street, 
and the girl is sitting with Lady Olivia. 
^' I am glad you should have an opportunity 
of seeing her and your dear brother after 
aU." 

Mrs. Theodore Little honours her sister- 
in-law with the rudest of stares and the 
curtest of bows, and retums at once to the 
subjeet mooted by her mother. 

"Well, dear mamma, we shall go to the 

seaside too, I dare say ; but we thought we 

should like to come Ä(wne," with an emphasis 

on the Word, " and see you and papa first. 
VOL. n. o 
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You must have been terribly bored during 
OUT absence." 

"Oh no, my dear, we haven't; though 
it's very kind of you, of course, to think so. 
Well, Theodore, so you are back again. 
Let me introduce you to Mrs. Adrian 
Dumaresq. And how did the dear children 
like the country ? '' 

" Amazingly ! " replies her daughter ; "and 
they think little Henry so like dear papa, 
and Mabel the very image of you. And 
Northbank is looking beautiful. The gar- 
den is* quite a picture. But I am glad to 
be home again. We leffc town too soon 
this year, I think." 

"A great deal too soon," interposes the 
Honourable Theodore äs he squints round 
the comei^ at Aura, and takes stock of her 
personal possessions. 

Lady Olivia is growing nervous : she sees 
that the girl is left out of the conversation, 
but has no notion how to remedy the evil. 
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"Don't you feel the draught there, my 
•dear Aura ? " she says presently ; but Aura 
replies that there is no draught, and she is 
again at a nonplus. 

" You will find your dear brother looking 
so well ! " she continues to Mrs. Little. 

^andeedl''. 

" Yes ; his father is quite surprised at bis 
strength. He was telling me only yesterday 
« — ^let me see — how far was it that Adrian 
walked on Sunday, Aura ? '' 

'' Thirty miles, I think." 

''Ah yes, thirty miles; and didn't seem 
to feel it in the least. lOnly imagine, 
Theodore ! " 

y That's not much ; any one could do 
that," returns the Honourable. "Are oiir 
rooms ready, manama ? " 

"Quite ready, I believe; but ring the 
bell and inquire; I wonder where dear 
Adrian is, Aura ? " 

" He is gone out with his father." 
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" Do you dine here to-night, my dear ? " 

*' Adrian said he could not be sure tili he 
came in again." 

" I hope you will. He will like to meet 
his sister and brother-in-law. But here is 
the servant, my dear Georgie, and yonr 
rooms are quite prepared to receive you." 

" /So," exclaims the Honourable Theodore 
as he thumps his umbrella down on his wife's 
toilet table, " it's about time we did come 
home, I think. You see what it is ; they 
dine here or not, just as they choose, and 
that girl, I suppose, is stuck in the drawing- 
room from moming tili night. A pretty 
house he'll make of it I We shall have the 
dining-room redolent of beer and tobacco, 
and the library tumed into a gambling 
saloon. And the next thing he will do, I 
suppose, will be to introduce his horsey 
associates here. Georgina, I can't think 
höw your father can have been such a 
fool f " 
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"The girl seems harmless enough," re- 
marks his wife languidly. 

" She looks like a simpleton ; but that's 
nothing to the point. The puzzle is, how- 
ever your reprobate brother came to get 
such a footing in the house again as he 
appears to have done. But I know who's 
at the bottom of it all — it's that objection- 
able young woman, your cousin. I shall 
never forgive her for it." 

" WeU, it's no use abusing my relations, 
Theodore. Isabel said she would do it, you 
know, only the last time you spoke of it 
And I told you not to aggravate her ; she is 
so very determined." 

" She never would have succeeded if I 
had been on the spot. Your poor dear 
father has been completely hoodwinked. 
But it may not be too late to open his 
eyes, and if it is to be done, I'U do it." 

Under the influence of which virtuous 
determination, the Honourable Theodore 
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becomes quite vicious over bis dressmg 
that aftemoon, scrubbing bis face so violently 
that it remains red and inflamed-looking 
for the rest of tbe evening, brusbing bis bair 
so hard that he brings the teaxs into hi* 
eyes, and buckling bis waistcoat witb sueb 
ferocity that he neaxly cuts himself in two. 
And tben be descends to tbe drawing-room^ 
uncomfortable, bot, ill-tempered, and ready 
to pick a quarrel witb anybody. 

It was late in tbe day wben tbe Littles 
amved in Brook Street, and by tbe time 
tbey join tbe family circle tbey find its 
members, including tbe obnoxious son and 
beir, bave reassembled for dinner. It ia 
not to be expected tbat tbe brotbers-in-law 
would greet eacb otber witb anytbing but 
formality ; tbey bave been swom enemies 
for years past, and bave excbanged toa 
many insults to be easily forgotten. But 
for tbe sake of tbe master of tbe bouse in 
wbicb tbey meet Adrian profiers bis band 



/ 
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to Mr. Little, and, witüout the exchange of 
a Single syllable, immediately turns bis 
attention to some one eise. 

The Colonel welcomes his son-iQ-law with 
greater warmtli, but still uneasily. He has 
departed from bis word, made bgbt of bis 
fixed principles, and knows what he has to 
expect as soon as be sball find bimself alone 
witb Mr. Little. But be is genuinely glad 
to see bis daugbter agaiQ, and bas no fear of 
ber Opposition. For Georgina, beiQg too 
lazy to exert berself sufficiently to form an 
opinion for berself, generaUy sides witb tbat 
of wbomsoever sbe may be conversing witb, 
going down witb tbe stream like a boat on 
a calm snmmer's day, and asking but one 
favour of ber companions — not to disturb 
tbe current of ber ideas by argument or 
controversy. S o . Colonel Dumaresq knows 
if sbe is against ber brotber's interests to- 
day, sbe will be for tbem to-morrow, and 
bails ber retum as a very desirable diversion 
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to the monotony of his home life witli Lady 
Olivia. He appears anxious, moreover, to 
establish her at once on terms of intimacy 
with her brother, and it irritates the Hon- 
ourable Theodore to the verge of madness 
to See how readily in this particular Adrian 
falls in with his father's views, and how 
completely he has already taken his position 
as the son of the famüy, speaking his mind 
as freely as though he had never fallen from 
his high estate. 

"Yon will no longer be entirely depen- 
dent on Theodore or myself, Georgie, to 
take you about," says Colonel Dumaresq ; 
''you will have your brother, now, as 
extra cavalier. That is an advantage some- 
times in the season, is it not, when we 
poor old men get wom ont with theatres, 
operas, and balls ?" 

" And particularly when the brother will 
be so proud .of his charge," interposes 
Adrian gaUantly. " Have you seen my 
wife, Georgie ? " 
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" I just spoke to her on Coming in," re- 
pües his sister, who is afraid to give her- 
seif any airs before the higher powers. 

" Come here, Aura. This is my sister 
Greorgina, of whom you have offcen heard 
me speak ; I hope you will be good friends. 
How are the kids, Georgie, and how many 
more have arrived since I last inquired after 
them ? " 

'' Oh, Fm sure I don't know, Adrian ; there 
are five altogether now, and they are very 
well. Isn't that the second gong, papa ? " 

" Yes, my dear," retums the Colonel, as 
he offers his arm to his daughter-in-law. 
Adrian has drawn near his mother, but 
abandons what he evidently considers his 
right in favour of the Honourable Theodore. 

" Oh, husband and wife — ^that won't do ! 
Here, Little, you had better take my mother, 
and I will hand down my sister. I should 
think she must have had enough of you by 
this time." 
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The sally is very innocent, but the Hon- 
ourable Theodore is ready to fret at any- 
thing to-night, and chooses to consider it 
as an insult. He takes Lady Olivia on his 
ann mth a grünt of disapproval. 

" I am only doing what I have con- 
sidered it both my privüege and n^y duty 
to do for many years past — ^have I not^ 
mamma ? " 

" You'U have to yield your privüege to 
the rightful owner now, any way," saya 
Adrian, as they descend the stairs and he 
tums his head to address them, "nnless 
your * mamma' — ^you bleat exactly like a 
calf when you say that word, Little — ^gives 
you the preference. Set open that second 
door, James," he continues as they come in 
sight of the hall and the servants, " I think 
it's hotter than ever to-night, Georgie. We 
must be going to have a storm." And the 
footman obeys his Orders as though he were 
*^monarch of all he smrveys," and Georgie 
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looks up in his face and smiles, as though 
she were on the best of terms with him, 
tili Mr. Little hates them both, and wonders 
how much longer he will be able to stand by 
and hold' his peace. 

At dinner it is much the same thing, 
and what is worse, the Colonel and Lady 
Olivia seem to fall in with and approve 
of it all. 

" Adrian," exclaims the former, " your 
mother will be unable to manage that tur- 
key — see if you can relieve her of it, my 
dear boy." 

" Of course ! Bring the turkey to me^ 
James. Confound it 1 who do you suppose 
can carve with that knife — ^you might ride 
to Brentford on it ?" and then, as the servant 
quits the room, " That fellow gets more 
inefficient every day, Simmonds ; I should 
say the sooner he was out of the house the 
better." 

"He has been here over six months," 
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remarks his brother-in-law testily, " and he 
has never been complained of before. He 
was recommended to us by a most par- 
ticular friend of mine — ^Lady PantouflBles — 
and I think she would be exceedingly hurt 
and surprised if she heard of his dismissal." 

" Ah 1 a servant of yours, Little ; I beg 
your paxdon, I imagmed the man was in 
my father's service." 

" So he is ; I never said he wasn't," re- 
plies Mr. Little flurriedly. 

" I thought you said ' us' It is no 
matter; all I can say is, then, th^t I 
wouldn't take another footman on Lady 
Pantoodles " 

" Lady Pantouffles." 

'' PantouflBles — I beg your pardon — on 
Lady Pantouffles' recommendation. Beer, 
Simmonds 1 " and Adrian quaflfs his Uquor 
cooUy, whilst the Honourable Theodore frets 
and fumes and commences to look out for 
an opportunity to say something aggressive. 
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By-and-by it is aflforded him in the men- 
tion of Bell Dumaresq's name. 

", Do you know Miss Dumaresq ? " he 
demands of Aura, who sits by bis side. 

" Oh yes, very well indeed ; she is like 
Adrian's own sister, you know/' replies the 
girl simply. 

" And she was like Georgiens own sister, 
too, in the days gone by," says Adrian to 
Mrs. Little. 

*^ Yes, but we don't see so much of her 
now as we used to do." 

*^ She is too busy, I suppose." 

" I see she has another novel advertised, 
papa, 'Chained Together,' or some such 
name." 

"Yes, I was sorry to notice it. In my 
eyes Bell's profession is the only blot upon 
Bell herseif; eaeh time I see the name of 
Isabel Dumaresq in printers' ink, I give a 
shudder." 

" Very natural," says his son-in-law. 
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" Oh, nonsense, father," exclaims Adrian 
laughing ; " Bell would not be Bell without 
her profession. It suits her capitally and 
brings out all the best points of her charac- 
ter. For my part I am very proud of her, 
tind of it too. I think she does honour to 
the name of Dumaresq. She's the only one 
ttmongst US who has ever done anything." 

" It does not cost much to be proud of 
other people," says the Honourable Theo- 
dore. 

" What's that, Little ? Be good enough 
to repeat it." 

"I only intimated that our first duty 
-consisted in being proud of ourselves." 

" Ah 1 very true, if we can be so with 
justice. But such poor devils as you and I, 
Little ! We might wait a long time before 
we found anything to be proud of in our- 
selves, I fancy." 

His Opponent doesn't relish this remark, 
and Lady Olivia happily changes the subject. 
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" About this new book of dear IsabeFs : 
it is the first I have heard of it. What did 
you say its name was, Georgie ? " 

^' ^ Chamed Together/ " I think, mamma. 
I know it's something with a C." 

y I wonder if it'll be decent ? " sneers her 
husband. 

" Decent ! What do you mean by that ? " 
demands Adrian fiercely. 

" That I should be very sorry to put Miss 
Dumaresq's novels into the hands of any 
young person in whom I am interested. 
One or two of them I have utterly forbidden 
Georgie to read." 

" Point me out one indecent passage in 
them," continues his brother-in-law. 

" It would be possible to do so at a 
moment's notice." 

*^ No, nor at an hour's . I defy you to 
do it, unless the indecency exists in your 
own impure imagination." 

" My dear Adrian, is it worth while to 
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carry on the discussion ? " says Colonel 
Dumaresq a little anxiously. 

^^ I always think it worth while to defend 
my friends, father, and particularly such a 
feiend as Bell has been to me." 

*^ I know she has, my dear boy, but I 
never have approved of her Coming before 
the public as an authoress. A woman's 
sphere is home, and her duty should lie 
within its limits. Any intrenchment on that 
sphere becomes, in my ideas, unfeminine ! " 

" That may be your opinion, father, but it 
does not alter facts. Little accuses Bell's 
writings of being indecent. I deny the 
Charge." 

"I did not go quite so far as that/' 
replies the Honourable uneasily. 

" You went a great deal too far in speak- 
ing of a lady who is a near relation of your 
host You may have indulged in covert 
sneers at Miss Dumaresq hitherto, but you 
will no longer be able to do so in my 
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presence. You abuse our hospitality, Mr. 
Little." 

LitÜe pales at the assertion, and answers 
nothing ; but when the Company, including 
Adrian, have cleared out of the dining- 
room, he stays behind to speak to his father- 
in-law. 

" Am I to have no redress for this, sir ? " 
he demauds angrily. 

Eedress for what, Theodore ? " 
For the way in which your ^n has 
spoken to me before my wife and her 
relations. It's a direet insult, Colonel, and 
I won't stand it, by Jove ! " 

"Then why did you provoke it? You 
had not much consideration for your wife's 
relations when you mentioned my niece in 
so slighting a manner/' 

" You are on his side, sir ? " 

" On my son's side ? Decidedly 1 I don't 
do ihings by halves, Theodore. Adrian is 
reinstated in my favour, and henceforward 

VOL. II. p 
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Im pootion in Uns house is on a par with. 
my own ! '' 

"You have vcry quickly changed your 
opinians regardisg him,'' says bis son-in-Iaw 
bitterly. 

^^ BecauBC he has clianged bis habits^ and 
bids £äir to be a credit and bonour to me 
instead of a disgrace. He bas mamed well, 
too, and bas gained an independency witb 
bis wife« Matters are in fact completely 
altered to wbat they were, and tberefore 
I consider it no longer necessary I should 
bold to an opinion expressed under totally 
different circumstances." 

*' Mrs. Adrian Dmnaresq is of good birth ? 
I sbouldn't bave thought it, from her 
manners and appearance/' 

''Because you compare her with women 
of fashion, whereas she has been bred in the 
country, and is altogether ignorant of 
town life. She is very shy also, and as yet 
fecls Strange amongst us ; but she will soon 
get over that." 
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" You know her fainily and antecedents, 
sir, of course ? " 

" I do not, but I have my son's word for 
their respectabUity." 

"A husband will risk a great deal to 
«nsure Jus wife's footing in society." 

" Do you mean to insinuate, Little, that 
Adrian would be so ungentlemanly as to 
deceive me on such a subject ? " 

" Oh dear, no ! but he might be deceived 
himself . In some men's eyes, a pretty face 
can do no wrong ; however, were it the case, 
you might well overlook it." 

" I should not overlook it," intemipts the 
Colonel wannly. *^It would be a twofold 
injury, Coming as it would on the top of 
my overtures of pardon, that would render 
me more angry with my son than anything 
that has gone before." 

" What then 1 the aflfair at Avranches ? " 

Colonel Dumaresq stops short in his ener- 
getic deliverance, sinks back in his chair, 
and Covers his face with his hands. 
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"Don't allude to that," he says in an 
altered tone, " for God's sake, Theodore ! " 

'' You feel it stiU, sir ? " 

" Feel it 1 It comes between him and me 
sometimes when my heart is experiencing 
the wärmest aflfection for him, and chills it 
into nothing. I cannot forget it — I never 
shall forget it ; it will haunt me to my dying 

day.» 

^* I don't wonder at it, sir ; and if envy or 
malice prompted the deed " 

"Are you a devil, Little, to come and 
put the dread of years into syllables like 
this, or do you want to drive me crazy ? 
Let US leave this room ; your horrible suspi- 
cion has tainted the very air/' 

"Are you not coming upstairs then, 
Colonel ? " 

" No, I shall be better alone," he answers 
imceremoniously, as he turns into the library 
and locks the door behind him. 

The party in the drawing-room are so 
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merry, that the Honourable Theodore feels 
«.Zi, n. Pia» for him aanongst them. and 

oceupies himself with the day's newspaper 
until Adrian and Aura rise to go. Then, to 
the surprise of the fonner, he oflfers his arm 
politely to his wife, and leads her down the 
staircase. As they halt opposite the Ubrary 
the door opens, and Colonel Dumaresq, 
looking very pale, appears upon the threshold. 

"Good night, my dear Aura," he says 
kindly. "Have you ordered the carriage, 
Adrian, to take her home ? " 

" No, thank you, father ; it is a beautiful 
night. Aura prefers Walking, and I prefer 
my cigar." 

" I don't think you should take her 
through the streets at night, Adrian, it doesn't 
look well. I never permit your mother to 
walk after dusk. However, you know best. 
I wish you lived here, and there were no 
necessity for your going home at all." 

"/don't, father, saving your presence," 
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rejoins Adrian laughing. "You're a veiy 
big lion, and Tm a very little lion ; but I 
prefer to have a little den all to myself, to 
playing jackal to your majesty. And so, 
good night. I shall see you to-morrow 
moming." 

The Hononrable Theodore quits Aura'a 
aide and advances close to that of Adrian. 

" Do you mean that for an insult ? " he 
whispers sharply in his ear. 

" Just as you please," retums his brother- 
in-law indifferently. " It's all the same to 
me how you take it," and, lighting his cigar, . 
Adrian Dumaresq assumes the charge of his 
wife, and with a farewell nod to his father 
walks out of the house. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

AN UNWELCOME VISITOE. 

When, shortly afterwaxds, Adrian relates the 
histoiy of his squabbles with the Honourable 
Theodore to his cousin BeU, he is surprised 
to find that she doesn't laugh at or make 
fem of it, as he expected her to do, but looks 
rather grave instead, and wams him to be 
careful. 

" You may think that he can do you no 
härm/' she says, "but you are mistaken. 
Theodore Little is a dangerous man ; he is 
mean, envious, spiteftd, and if he can do you 
an ill tum with your father for this, he wiU. 
Don't aggravate him again, Adrian ; better 
try and make Mends with him." 
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" But, my dear Bell, how diffCTently you 
view this matter when it concerns yoiiisel£ 
Haven't you told me times out of nmnber of 
yonr batües royal with the skunk, and the 
delight you took in fighting liim with his 
own weapons.^' 

^^ Tme ; bat beyond saying an ill-natored 
thing or two behind my back he has no 
power to haim me." 

" And how can he injnre me ? " 

" Not at all, if you have nothing to con- 
ceal, Adrian." 

She is seated at her desk as she speaks to 
him, and she takes the opportunity to bend 
over her work and correet some errors in the 
sheets of manuscript before her. As for 
Adrian, he regards her for a moment, and 
then, with a vain attempt to appear un- 
conscious of her meaning, commences to 
whistle in a low voiee, and, taking up the 
newspaper, conceals his face behind its 
ample pages. 
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" You don't come to see us so offcen, Bell, 
as you used to do/' he says presentiy. 

"I am very busy, Adrian — ^that is one 
reason ; and I have feit womed lately, and 
disinclined to go out. By the way, I am 
afraid you didn't read that manuscript, 
* GranviUe's Charge/ so carefally as you 
ßhould have done. I have a letter from 

Messrs. K this moming, saying they 

are much disappointed in the notice sent 
with it, ' Uri/lt for puhlication/ as the novel 
is by a near feiend of theirs, and a very 
clever man, and they must beg me to recon- 
sider my verdict. What is the story like ? " 

" I have not the slightest idea. Can you 
describe the manuscript ? " 

Very bulky, written on blue foolscap." 
Ah, yes ; tied with red ribbon. Well, to 
teil you the truth, I didn't read it. I was 
hurried last week, and had no time. " 

BeU lays down her pen with a gesture of 
vexation. 
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"You are getting careless very eaxly, 
Adrian. You promised me so f aühfiiUy that 
you w„;üd n„^ sead a ^.e ^JLipt 
back without perusal. You knew I waa 
ready to read it if you had not the time." 

"But, my dear girl, Iican assure you it 
was the greatest rubbish ; any one could see 
that from the outside of it. Fancy a man 
tying up his manuscript with red ribbon ! 
That was sufficient clue to the contents of 
his brain-box." 

But she takes no notice of his fiUip. 

"You know the only means by which I 
could let you hold the appointment was 
by professing to accept it myself, and if you 
begin to play any of these tricks you will get 
me into a regulär scrape. What am I to 

say to Messrs. R ? Either confess that 

the manuscript was never read, or read so- 
carelessly that I must go through it again 
before confirming my judgment. It is not 
treating me fairly, Adrian." 
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She speaks more seriously than she has 
ever doneWore. a.d her coLn i, l»ucW 
by her gravity. 

" Let me have the d— d thing back, Bell, 
and I will read it through from the first 
Word to the last. It was very careless of me, 
I acknowledge ; but it really looked like 
rubbish, and I believe my judgment was a 
true one. And my father was talking so 
much last week about the appointment he 
hopes to get me, that '* 

" That you thought there was little härm 
in neglecting the substance for the shadow, 
Adrian. Well, others have thought the 
same before you, and I can only hope that, 
unlike them, you may find the shadow a 
substantial one." 

" Whatever I thought or didn't think, I 
was a brüte to do anything that might im- 
peril your reputation, Bell — ^you who have 
done more for me than any one in the world 
beside ! What can I do now to remedy the 
evU ? " 
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"Only be more carefol in fdtnie/' she 
retunis with a smile ; *' and until the new 
appointment üncle Heniy is to get you 
usurps the place of the old ane, send such 
manuscripts as yon do not chooee to read to 
me, instead of to the publishers." 

" Oh, Bell, you are an angel, and I don't 
deserve half yonr kindnesa Say you for- 
give me and set me a penance,*' he pleads, 
as he kneels down by her chair and tums 
up his face with its winning smile to hers. 
Bnt it would seem as though she conld not 
bear the sight of it 

" You silly boy ! " she says as she tums 
away, " the penance I shaU set you will be 
to take half-a-dozen new manuscripts home 
with you to-day, and read them aU before 
you go to bed to-night" 

" And so I will if you give me absolutiou 
with them,'* he replies eagerly. " I couldn't 
live under your displeasure, Bell." 

She laughs sofÜy, and ties up the parcel 
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for him, and teils him that if he is to per- 
fonn his promise the sooner he is gone the 
better. 

" How is Aura ? " are her last words. 

"Pretty well. I think she misses the 
country air, and perhaps the laws and cere- 
monies of Brook Street rather oppress her. 
But she is not a girl to say much, you 
know. Sometimes I hardly hear her voice 
from moming tili night." 

"I hope you are very gentle with her, 
Adrian ? " 

" Gentle ! I suppose so. As much as I am 
with most people. But Tm a rough fellow 
at the best of times." 

"Not when you choose to be otherwise. 
And Aura is very young, and such a perfect 

« 

stranger here. Don't let her feU iüto the 
clutches of the Honourable Theodore. He'U 
have no mercy on her." 

"TU take good care hedoesn't come 
within a mile pf her. Grood-bye, BelL I 
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must have a cab. I should be taken for a 
printer's devil running about the street with 
all tliis manuscript under my arm. What 
an expense you are to me, to be sure ! " and 
between mock grumbling and real laughter 
he goes downstairs. 

When he arrives home Mrs. Goode meets 
him with the announcement that there is a 
gentleman in the drawing-room with Mrs. 
Dnmaxesq. 

*^A gentleman!" exclaims Adrian curi- 
ously, for, beside his own family, they know 
HO one in London. 

"Well, SIT, a sort of a gentleman, or 
leastways, perhaps, I shouldn't have called 
him even that only that your lady she 
seemed to recognize him and asked him up- 
stairs, and have sent down word since that 
three places is to be laid for dinner. A 
horsey-looking gentleman he is, sir— what 
you may call jockey-like, and with an im- 
pediment npon his Shoulders." 
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Itisenough. The description can apply but 
to one person, and, with an oath upon his lips, 
Adrian mounts the narrow stairs, and finds 
himself in the presence of his father-in-law. 

♦ 4|t ▼ '5|6 ilt 

Aura was not in a very happy mood when 
her husband leffc her to go to his cousin 
Isabel's that affcemoon. As he observed, 
either the lack of fresh air or the formality 
by which she is surrounded has made her 
look not quite herseif for several weeks past, 
and though, were she put to the test, 
she could not with truth exactly say that 
she has been disappointed in her married 
life, she has certainly had occasion to be 
very much disappointed with herseif since 
she has been married. It is so different 
from what she had expected. Befbre she 
was Adrian's wife all her fears respectiog the 
fature were confined to whether she would 
be competent to minister to his comfort and 
supply his wants. She had never been 
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haunted ,by visions of State dinner-parties, 
momiiig calls, and evening receptions — those 
dreadfui institutions of society, which are 
sufficient nuisances to its most time-tried 
votary, and become a nightmare horror to 
tlie tyro ; and notwithstanding Adrian's In- 
structions and her own eagemess to leam, 
there are still a thousand little ways in whicli 
she fails to satisfy him, whicli make her feel 

« 

each time she accompanies him out that the 
best course she can pursue is to shrink away 
into a comer and hold her tongue, and let 
the World at large forget that she is there. 

To all appeaxance she is still the same 
sweet, simple Aura that walked beside him 
in the buttercup-besprinkled meadows which 
lay behind her father's cottage. She still 
looks up to and adores her husband as she 
did before their mamage, believing that aU 
the World must be at fault before he could 
do wrong, and that the position of his wife 
is the most exalted any woman could possess ; 
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but there is something gone alreadyfrom the 
childish face, something lost from the in- 
genuous mind, something — ^but the diflference 
will be better shown in her actions than my 
words. 

When Adrian left her on the aftemoon in 
question, she went to the window and 
gravely watched his figmre as long as it was 
in sight ; and then she stood before the look- 
ing glass for at least ten minutes, wondering 
why she was so pale, and if it was the way 
her hair was twisted on the top of her head 
that made her face look so insignificant and 
small, and if her figure were ever going to 
develop into something a little faller and 
more matronly than it was at present. She 
is always indulging in these sorts of specula- 
tions now, comparing herseif with every 
woman she meets, and wishing she were 
fatter or prettier or cleverer than Providence 
has been pleased to make her. Not that she 
is vain — ^there never breathed a more in- 

VOL. II. Q 
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genuons, unaffected spirit than is hers ; but 
she begins to feel, by the mere force of 
Observation, that she is not a fit companion 
for her husband ; and the knowledge, instead 
of spurring her on to more exertion for 
his sake, will probably have the effect of 
making her character deteriorate. For, 
with all her sweetness, Aura is too timid and 
inenergetic to make a good wife to any man 
who requires something more than an 
aflfectionate heart with which to share his 
troubles. She would weep over Adrian's 
misfortunes until she sickened him with the 
sight of her tears, but her mother-wit would 
never suggest one word by which she might 
teach him to rise above them. She is one of 
those women who is a thorough darling— 
when she belongs to your friend. You 
would take her part in any difference and 
swear that the man who found fault with 
her must be in the wrong, until you had 
tried the effect of argument or reason on her 
simple httle mind yourself. 
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After she had examined her pretty features 
rather disconsolately for the time above men- 
tioned, Aura went to her ehest of drawers, 
brought out her Bible, and sat down to read 
a chapter. It is another of her matrimonial 
troubles, though as yet she has hardly whis- 
pered it to herseif, that Adrian does not 
care to read the Bible with her. He has 
too much kindness of heart and respect 
for religion to laugh at his wife for doing so ; 
on the contrary, he admires the pertinacity 
with which she daily peruses it; but he is 
apt occasionally in the moming to develop 
xin impatience for his breakfast just as she 
is about to go through her chapter, which 
she usually does aloud. 

*^ Aura, dear 1 " he will exclaim in the 
midst of shaving. " I am sorry to interrupt 
you, my child, but those kidneys will be as 
<3old as charity if that woman puts them on 
the table now. Teil her to take them down 
again, there'3 a darling ; " and then, perhaps. 
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just as she has retumed and recommenced, it 
will be, "Water füll of blacks again, and with 
more than a suspicion of tallow on the top — 
bother that girl ! Aura, my dear, I know 
I'm an awful bore, but I really can't use this. 
Do get me another jug füll,'' and she will 
meekly do bis bidding, and finally put by 
her Bible tili a more fitting opportunity. 

It was something of the sort that had 
prevented her reading it this moming, and 
so she brought it out as socHi as she was 
alone and sat down reverently to peruse it. 
Perhaps it is in a great measure owing to 
her intimate knowledge of the Scriptures 
that makes Aura Dumaresq such a submis- 
sive wife to the man that is set to rule over 
her. There is very little said about "wo- 
men's rights" in that old-fashioned book, 
and a great deal about woman's subjeetion, 
so that on the whole husbands should en- 
courage the reading of it, especially in these 
days. As Aura, with the weight of seven- 
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teen years upon her brow, reads of Eve, and 
Sarah, and Hannah, and Euth, believing 
what she reads (as all, nnfortunately for 
themselves, do not), her own obedience does 
not appear to be anything out of the common 
way ; and she prays that she may be en- 
abled to yield it more and more until her 
wishes flow in perfect imion with his own. 
But though she loves him so much and 
thinks that he loves her, and though she 
would not change her lot with that of any 
one in the universe, the tears are on her 
cheek, when Mrs. Goode surprises her with 
the intelligence that " Some one " wants to 
speak to her. A modest, single knock and 
ring previously given have passed unob- 
served by Aura, and she is quite at a loss to 
understand who her visitor can be. 

" Are you sure he asked for me, Mrs. 
Goode ? " she says, as she quickly passes her 
handkerchief across her eyes. 

" Quite sure, ma'am. He's a queer-look- 
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ing customer, too — a, groom or somewhere& 
in that line, I should say ; and Tm to teil 
you that his name is Kellick/' 

Aura leaps from the sofa, her face suffiised 
with crimson. 

^^ Kellick! Oh, show him up. Pray 
show him up directly, Mrs. Goode; don't 
wait one moment." 

" What, up here, ma'am ? " 

"Of course. Oh, do make haste; it's 

my ^* but here Aura stops short, closes 

her eyes, heaves a deep sigh, and — ^thinks of 
Adrian. 

" Aren't you well, ma'am ? you are goiQg 
so red and white. Can I yet you anything ? " 

" Ohno — ^no!" in the greatest excitement. 
" Show Mr. Kellick up at once, that is aU I 
want.'' And, notwithstanding the landlady'a 
astonishment, in another minute the book- 
maker Stands within the drawing-room 
threshold and the door is closed behind 
him. 
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^^Father!" screams Aura, forgetting 
everything in the joy of seeing him again. 

" My darling ! " he replies, and she is in 
his arms before the syllables are completed, 
with both hands tightly clasped about his 
neck, and her soft cheek pressed against his 
own. 

" And so you are glad to see your poor 
old dad again," says Kellick, in his rough 
way, as he smooths back the short curls 
from her forehead, "and they haven't 
made such a lady of you that youVe for- 
gotten all about him. Let me look at you, 
my lamb! Why, what a woman youVe 
become with your fnnges and furbelows, and 
your long train sweeping behind, and your 
hair all pinned up on the top of the head. 
Mrs. Dumrick, indeed ! Well, I suppose 
it's all right it should be so ; but I liked to 
see my pet with her pretty hair Streaming 
over her back best." 

"I am still your pet, father ; I am 
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changed in nothing but my dress. Oh, 
how glad I am to see you again ! " 

"Well, I wouldn't come before, though 
it's been in my mind to do so scores of 
times; and how IVe managed to live 
without you for three whole months I don't 
know. It's been a weary while to me, 
Aura. Often and often IVe wished Td cut 
off my right band before I'd let you marry 
away from me at all. But there, I suppose 
that's only selfishness, and the less said 
about it the better." 

" Dear old father ! " says Aura, as she 
nestles up to him. 

They are seated, side by side, upon the 
sofa now. 

" And how's the husband ? Isn't he at 
home, or has he to go about his work these 
fine aftemoons ? " 

"He is out, father, but I dare say he 
won't be long. I think he has gone to his 
cousin, Miss Dumaresq, about some work. 
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But the Colonel, his father, is going to get 
him something much better than this by- 
and-by. Adrian says he shall be quite rieh 
then." 

"Ah, so much the better, so much 
the better," chuckles Kellick; "and it 
was a fine move his making it up with 
the old one, and they're mightily pleased 
with you up at the big house, / Warrant, 
-eh, pussy ? " 

" They are very kind," murmurs Aura in 
reply. 

"They haven't got a prettier piece of 
china on their shelves, TU lay, be it 
Dresden or what not. And you're very 
happy, my dear ? Mr. Dumrick makes a 
good husband to you ? " 

" Oh, fiather, of course he does ! He is as 
kind and patient with me as he can be, and 
I love him more than ever,'' she continues 
in a lower voice. 

" Patient with you ! Why, what call has 
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he to be patient with you, my dear? I 
should have said it lay the other way." 

"Why, in society, fatlier, when we go 
out to dinner and so on. You know how 
Ignorant I am; the other ladies know so 
many things I never heard of, and it must 

« 

be very annoying to dear Adrian to see me 
make mistakes. But he is so kind, he teils 
me of them all, and I am better now, and 
some day I dare say I shall be as clever üb 
any of them/' 

"Why, he hasn't been telling you that 
you ain't as clever as any of them, has he ? " 
exclaims Kellick, "as some of the painted, 
indecent looking Jezebels which they call 
* ladies ' I see stuck up in the grand stand 
on a race-course. The Lord defend you from 
becoming like such! Is that what Mr. 
Dumrick wants to bring you to ? " 

" Oh no, dear father. He is quite as par- 
ticular about my dress and behaviour as you 
could be, and his mother and sister are not 
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at all like the ladies you speak of. It ia 
only with respect to what Lady Olivia calla 
* the conventionalities of society ' — ^the little 
habits and customs they have amongst 
themselves, you know, and which can't be 
picked up nntil youVe mixed with them." 

"TU be whipped if they haven't been 
worrying you with their ' conventionalities/" 
says Kellick, as he regards her keenly. 
" You're thinner than you were, Aura, and 
paler into the bargain ; do you feel ill, my 
dear ? " 

" Not a bit, father," she repHes with a 
careless laugh, "only a little tired some- 
times, for they keep such late hours in 
London compared to what we do in the 
country. But you'U stay and dine with ua 
to-day, can't you ? Adrian may not be home 
tili nearly seven." 

" Well, if you think he'U make no objec- 
tion." 

" Objection ! Oh, father, and" when wo 
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haven't met for so long* What an ideal 
He will be as glad to see you as I am,** and 
thereupon follows the order for three plaees 
to be laid at table which, not long after- 
wards, Mrs. Goode has an opportunity of 
retailing to Adrian himself. 

Aura and her father, still encircled by each 
other's arms, axe in the midst of a most in- 
teresting conversation conceming old Kabbits 
and Tom Bowles and the cottage and the 
stables, when the familiär knock is heard 
upon the door. 

"Oh, thefe he is," eries the girl, with 
sparkling eyes, as the sound falls upon her 
ear. 

" He's determined to be heard any way," 
remarks Kellick, as they rise to reeeive him; 
" might be the Prince of Wales for the noise 
he makes." 

"Adrian, darling, guess who is here/' 
says his wife gleefully, as she meets him on 
the threshold. 
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" I know. Do go in, Aura ; the whole 
house can hear what you are saying," and 
passing by her somewhat brusquely, Adrian 
enters the drawing-room. 

" How do you do, sir ? " says Kellick, ad- 
vancing from the hearthrug. 

" How do you do, Kellick ? Your tum^ 
ing up is rather unexpected, isn't it ? Did 
you say anything about it in your letters to 
Aura?" 

" Not a Word. I didn't know I should 
come tili yesterday, and then I feit all of a 
sudden I couldn't stay without a sight of her 
any longer. It's three months since you 
parted us, Mr. Dumrick, and she's never 
been away from home for so long together 
before — ^have you, my pet ? " throwing his 
arm around his daughter's waist again as he 
speaks. 

"No, dear father." 

"So I determined to take a run up to 
town, and see how the pair of you was 
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getting on. I don't think a London life 
agrees so well with Aura as the country, 
Mr. Dumrick ; she looks a bit peaky and 
pale, don't she ? " 

" I think she does ; but she has not com- 
plained. Every one looks pale in town this 
weather. It is unbearably bot." 

" Are you thinking of taking her away to 
theseaside, sir?" 

" Well, I don't know ; we have decided 
on nothing as yet." 

" Perhaps you wouldn't objeet to my 
having her down in the country again f or a 
bit. It's looking beautiful round Doncaster 
just now, and her old rooms are ready for 
her. Will you come back with your dad, 
Aura ? " 

" K Äe will go/' she answers quickly. 

" That would be impossible," says Adrian. 

^' J shouldn't think of leaving town tili my 

friends do, and my mother was talking of 

X)ur going abroad with her this summer. 
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However, nothing can be settled in a huny. 
I suppose you don't make any stay in Lon- 
don, KeUick ? " 

" I'm my own master for a week or two, 
Mr. Dumrick ; and I shan't think of retum- 
ing home tili IVe had a good look at my 
girl. I want to take her about a bit too — 
to the theatres, or the Zoological, or the 
picture places. What would you like to see 
best, my pretty ? " 

" Aura will not be able to go about with 
you, Kellick. I had better teil you so at 

onee," says Adrian hastily, over whose mind 

there flashes a fearful vision of his wife and 

father-in-law in some public place en- 

countered by all his family ; "she is not 

strong, and my mother, Lady Olivia Du- 

maresq, engrosses most of her time. I 

owe a great deal to my father and mother, 

wiÖi whom we are now on the best pos- 

ßible terms, and it Would be madness in me 

to allow Aura to neglect their claims." 
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" Of course, of cotirse/' replies the book- 
maker ; " but her ladyship might spare 
me my own child for a day or two out of 
the seven. Such a time since IVe seen her, 
too ! I think she would if it were put to her 
properly." 

" Oh, rm sure she would," inteiposes his 
daughter indiscreetiy. 

Adrian frowns visibly. 

" I should think you might let me be the 
best judge of that, Aura. My mother 
wishes you to drive with her in the after- 
noons, and you know you can't go out twice 
a day without feeling it. Has any one 
called this aftemoon ? " 

" No one but father, dear." 

" No letters — ^messages ? " 

" None." 

" Do we dine m Brook Street to-night ? " 

" No ; that is, I thought — dinner was 
ordered at home, you know, darling — ^and as 
my father " 



^ 
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"Don't let me put you out," remarks 

* 

Kellick gruffly ; "I don't want to put a 
stop on any one's movements." 

" Oh, father dear, I couldn't go without 

you — at least, unless Adrian, did you 

really mean to go to Brook Street to-night ? '' 

" Oh, I don't know and I don't care," re- 
plies her husband in a tone of unmistakable 
vexation, as he moves towards the bedroom; 
" but if we're to dine at all I must make 
myself decent. I can't sit down with you 
like this." 

Poor Kellick looks ruefully at his own 
rough suit. 

" If he ain't fit to sit down with you, my 
dear, what am I? Fm afraid I made a 
mistake in Coming here after all, my girl." 

"Oh, father," exclaims Aura, to whose 
bright eyes the tears have risen, " how can 
you say so ? Adrian has been Walking, and 
feels hot and dusty, that is all. He would 
be vexed to hear you speak like that." 

VOL. II. K 
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" I ought to have sent word of my coming 
perhaps, and not have taken you so much by 
surprise. But I ain't up to the ways of 
fashionable people, Aura; Tm rough and 
straightforward, and I say what I mean, 
but I don't understand any of their ins and 
öuts. And your husband seems to have 
slipped back into his old place as easy as a 
wom shoe. Well, I hope the change may be 

for the better." 

*' It is his own place, you know, father." 

'^Very true, my dear; the question is 
whether it'U ever feel like your place to you." 

'^It must, if he is there," she answers 
softly. 

Kellick sighs. 

" So you're as ' gone ' on him as ever I " he 
says incredulously. 

" Aura 1 " shouts Adrian from the inner 
room. 

" There he is, calling you, my dear. You 
had better go and see what he wants, and TU 
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take a little stroU in the Park tili the 
victuals are put upon the table." 

The little stroU is rather a thoughtfal one, 
and as he walks along the book-maker seems 
puzzling out a question to himself. Is it 
possible that three short months of absence 
have fixed a gulf between him and Aura ? 
Will his connection with her never again 
be the same as it has been ? Has he, in 
giving his child to " Gentleman Dumrick/' 
resigned all claim on her henceforward and 
for ever ? 

He puts the questions, but his mind sug^ 
gests no answers. He feels the difference 
though he cannot define it. 

^^^ ^r ^r ^^^ ^^^ 

"What on eaxth made you ask your 
father to dinner?" demaads Adrian with 
teetling brows, aa Aura appears before him 
in the diessiQg-room. 

He is passing thron&^h a more anxious 
ÜMe, perJps. tl we L disposed U, give 
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him credit for. Here, at the very moment 
when he has been warned to be careful of 
the Position he has reattained, appears upon 
the scene the person of all others he is most 
desirous of avoiding; and if he cannot get 
rid of him or put an immediate check on his 
proceedings all may be lost before he has an 
opportunity for explanation ; and his con- 
tracted brows look very formidable in the 
eyes of his poor wife as she Stands there and 
tremblingly regards them. 

" Oh, Adrian, was it wrong ? I didn't 

know. I thought, of course " 

* 

" That is the very reason you should have 
waited tili you had asked me. As it 
happens, it is exceedingly inconvenient, for 
I wanted to go out to-night." 

" Oh, go, darling, and leave me here to 
entertain him. Father will think nothing of 
it ; he would wish it to be so, and ^" 

'^ Not a bit of it. You have invited him 
to dinner, therefore I shall remain and do 
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my duty. Only don't do so again without 
Consulting me, that's all." 

" No, dear — ^and — ^you are not angry ? " 

"Not angry exactly, but vexed, and it's 
no use denying it. The fact is your fatlier 
couldn't have come up to town at a worse 
time. Can't you persuade him to go back to 
Doncaster ? " 

« I am afraid not," says Aura, shaking her 
head, "or at least without grieving him. 
He is so pleased to see me again." 

*' What the d — ^1 are we to do before the 
servant at dinner ? " 

" In what way, Adrian ? " 

" Never mind. I wa^ thinking our con- 
versation might be a private one ; but TU 
manage that." 

He was thinking that he should have a 
great objection to Mrs. Goode and her 
satellite leaming that the " horsey-looking 
gentleman " was the father of his wife. ; but, 
on second thoughts, he will not risk the 
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indignant blush that would overspread 
Aura's countenance did he make such a 
Suggestion to her. So he kisses the anxious 
face raised to his own, and repeating, " TU 
manage eveiything, chicken, don't you be 
afraid," sends her back quite happy to the 
drawing-room. 

*f* *i* *i* *i* 

They are seated at table — ^the husband and 
wife and the father-in-law, with Adrian in a 
terrible fidget lest something should be said 
before the servant in attendance to betray 
the secret he is so desirous to keep concealed, 

" You can go/' he says to her as soon as 
the fish is served, "and don't come back 
until we ring for you. I hate to have a girl 
staring at every mouthful I consume/' he 
continues in explanation, " and the less we 
talk whilst she is io. the room the better. 
Every word she listens to will be repeated 
downstairs." 

''Just like my old Rabbits/' chuckled 
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KelUck, "who can'tkeep her tongue between 
her teeth two minutes together. YouVe got 
a nice Situation here, Mr. Dumrick — cool 
and airy. I'm glad to find that my bird's 
not caged up between two rows of houses." 

" It's one of the best situations in town," 
remarks Adrian carelessly. 

" And how's the work getting on, sir ? 
Prosperously ? '' 

" Quito so, thank you/' 

" You don't ask after any of your Don- 
caster chums, Mr. Dumrick — Jem Herring 
and old Richard and Mr. Bennett. Have 
you quite lost your interest in them ? '' 

" Pretty well, Kellick. My reminiscences 
of Doncaster are not flattering to myself, as 
you once told me, I believe; so perhaps 
the sooner I forget them the better." 

" Oh, father, did you ? " says Aura in a 
tone of the deepest reproach. 

"Just hear her, sir. She'd back you 
against the whole field if you'd a spavin 
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in every quarter. A foors nothing to a girl 
in love." 

" Fm not in love/' says Aura, reddening^ 
like a peony. 

Adrian is listening to the sound of an ap- 
proaching footstep. 

" Hush 1 here is the servant again. Let 
US be silent before her." 

" Well, if this is the kind of slavery you 
gentlefolks undergo, Mr. Dumrick, blest if I 
wouldn't rather be a poor man. To be 
obliged to pick one's words for fear of being 
overheard — it's worse than the galleys." 

The girl begins to place the second course 
upon the table. 

** I remember how, when Aura here was a 

baby "commences Kellick, oblivious of 

his host's reminder. 

" That wül do, you can go," says Adrian 
in an aside to the attendant. 

" It was just before her poor mother was 
taken away," continues the bookmaker. 
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*^Do you hear what I say to you ? You 
can go ! " repeats Adrian angrily. 

" But, Adrian dear, there are green peas/'^ 
interposes Aura. 

**She could only just stammer ^Father/"^ 
goes on Kellick. 

" D — ^n the peas ! Let the woman go ! " 
exclaims the master of the house as he brings 
down his carving knife and fork upon an im- 
ojffending duck, with force sufficient to cut 
it through. 

" Tm afraid your husband's a bit hasty/^ 
says Kellick afterwards to his daughter, *^or 
was it my talk that ojffended him ?" 

"He was a little put out, father; don't 
think twice of it," is her reply, although 
she begins to guess the reason for Adrian's 
imaccountable behaviour. 

When the meal is concluded he grows 
more visibly uneasy. Bell Dumaresq is often 
in the habit of running in and out of their 
apartments in the evening ; and though he 
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does not expect him, liis father might look in 
to inquire why they did not dine in Brook 
Street — in faet, there are half-a-dozen 
chances, if Kellick remains there, for his 
being seen and his identity discovered ; and 
Adrian feels that at all risks he must be got 
rid of. But he will not take a hint ; he has 
settled himself again upon the sofa, and is 
talking of his country life and the associates 
he has left behind him as though there were 
no one in the wide world but his listeners 
and himself, and it was all piain saUing be- 
tween the three. Adrian first feigns in- 
difference by reading a newspaper, and 
then fatigue by closing his eyelids, and 
lastly, with the courage of despair, he goes 
in for piain speaking. 

" Aura, you are tired ! I must insist 
upon your going to bed." 

"Oh, darling, indeed I am not ! Do let 
me sit up tili father goes/' 

" Your father is going directly, and your 
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eyes are nearly shut. Now, be reasonable, 
and say good night." 

*^ Are you going, dear father ? " 

" Well, I suppose I am, my dear — ^a wink's 
as good as a nod, they say, to a blind horse 
— tbough I can't say I knew it before." 

" I don't wish to hnrry you," says Adrian 
lamely, ^'but tbe fact is I have work to 
do, and I want to begin it. Good night, 
Aura." 

"All right, sir. You'll never find Job 
Kellick stay where his room is preferred to 
his Company, though Fm sorry it should be 
so here. Good night, my pretty. I suppose 
you lie abed in the momings now, like a fine 
London lady; but I shall be round about 
eleven o'clock to-morrow to take you out for 
a little tum ; and if Mr. Dumrick here 
thinks Walking will fatigue you, why, we'll 
have a coach, and you shall drive about like 
s, duchess." 

" Thank you, dear father." 
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" Grood night, sir." 

"Good night, KeUick," retums Adrian 
shortly, and with his eyes fixed upon Ms 
manuscript- The* book-maker looks at him 
for a moment in silence, and then, with 
a nod of disapproval, tums on his heel 
and quits the room, whilst Aura, withdraw- 
ing to the bedroom, leaves her husband to 
himself. 

Adrian Dumaresq listens to the clmnping 
soTind of Job Kellick's country boots nntil 
it is lost upon the outaide pavement, then, 
Casting his papers to right and left, he 
rises from his seat, and paces up and down 
the room. 

*'Gone at last," he mutters, "jthank 
Heaven ! but for how long — ^how long ? " 

He thinks for a few minutes eamestly, and 
then breaks into a mocking laugh. 

"They may well call me 'Mad Duma- 
resq.' Mad! It is no name for what I 
have done ! Yet when I remember my past 
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-actions, my wildlest exploits, and then think 
of this, which of them all alone is irremedi- 
able, I feel I have never been really mad 
tili now." 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



IN BROOK STREET. 



This interview gives Adrian a sleepless 
night. He is not so simple as to have be- 
lieved it possible to keep for ever from his 
own relations the secret of his wife's pater- 
nity, but he has hoped that the discovery 
would be delayed until he shall have re- 
attained a position in society and be eaming 
a fixed income for himself, so that he may 
break it to his father of his own accord, 
without incurring either the onus of being 
*^ found out " or the suspicion of confessing 
in Order to solicit assistance. He has often 
pictured the manner in which he should 
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make Iiis announcement to the Colonel, 

the very words he should use on the occa- 

sion, and how he should teil him that he 

had purposely held his tongue until he could 

free himself from the charges above men- 

tioned. And then, if his father were obdurate, 

he should make no noise about it, but take 

his wife away and work steadily for her 

until he came round again ; which Adrian, 

for several reasons not noted in these volumes 

— ^for many acts of interest and affection 

which have passed between them, known 

only to themselves — ^feels convinced that 

sooner or later he would be sure to do. 

But were the discovery made hastily, blurted 

out to him by another, and whilst his son is 

still almost in the position of a dependant 

on him, Adrian is afraid to think what the 

consequences might not be. And in order 

to avoid this — ^in order to make sure the 

truth shall not be too quickly arrived at, Job 

Kellick must not remain in London, or if he 
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will remain, Aura and . he must quit it. He 
will contrive to have a private interview 
with his father-in-law, in which he wiU 
•confide the truth to him; and should the 
book-maker refuse even for his daughter's 
sake to fall in with his views, he will take 
his wife away from town to some quiet sea- 
eide place, nntil the danger shall have been 
bridged over by lus parents' departure for 
the .Continent. Full of this new idea, for 
which Adrian takes great credit to him seif, 
he rises early on the foUowing moming, and 
surprises Aura by the announcement that he 
intends to breakfast in Brook Street. 

" To breakfast in Brook Street ! " she re- 
peats affcer him vaguely, and he knows that 
the expression of distress that overspreads 
her features is due to the remembrance of 
her father's promise to call and take her out 
that moming. But mindftd as he usually is 
of the child's feelings (and though he is not 
in the least in love with her, Adrian is really 
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a very kind iEind indulgent husband), they 
are not to be considered in comparison with 
the important stake for which he is playing, 
and bis answer, in consequence, appears cold 
and indifferent. 

" Yes, I know what you wonld say, that 
your father is to call for you at eleven 
o'clock, but I have my own reasons for 
desiring you should not go out with him 
to-day, Aura. In the first place, I want to 
speak to him by myself, on business, and it 
is better you should be out of the way. In 
the second, we did not go near Brook Street 
all yesterday, and if we omit to put in an 
appearance to-day some of them will be 
Coming over to ask the reason why, which 
would be inconvenient. So jump up, like a 
good child, and get ready as quick as you 
can, that we may catch them before that 
brüte Little has picked the best of every; 
thing/' 

" But my fathör, Adrian ? " 

VOL. II. S 
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** ril settle your father — ^you do as you're 
told. I shall come back and meet him 
here, but I wish you to spend the day 
with my inother. And you must mind and 
not say a word about bis having arrived in 
London." 

She obeys bis commands to tbe letter, 
and half an bour later tbey are ready to 
Start, Adrian lingering bebind a moment to 
leave bis directions witb Mrs. Groode. 

'^ If anybody calls, say we sball be back 
by twelve." 

^^ Won't yoii leave word wbere you're to 
be found, sir ? " 

"Tbere is no necessity, I sball be bere 
again in tbe course of tbe moming. Don't 
forget;^' and joining bis wife, be puts ber 
in a cab, to avoid tbe risk of encountering 
her father out for an early stroll. 

Tbey find the famüy just assembled at thc 
breakfast-table. 

'' Glad to see you, my dear," says the 
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Oolonel patemally, as he kisses Aura's cheek. 

" You should make that lazy fellow get out 

of bed and come over to breakfast much 

oftener than he does-^— moming air is good 

for every one. You must have guessed I 

wanted to speak to you to-day, Adrian. I 

met my friend Sir Greorge Trevelyan again 

last night, and he's got something better 

than the War Office for you, my boy — but 

it's a secret as yet. You must come round 

with me after breakfast and see Sir George ; 

we're sure to find him in his Chambers tili 

Iwelve. I was very nearly looking you up 

with him last night, but he had an engage- 

ment and couldn't accompany me." 

" All right, father," replies Adrian, thank- 
ful beyond measure that Sir George's friends 
were so solicitous of his presence ; '^ Fm at 
your connnand. You wiU let Aura spend 
the day with you, mother, won't you ? I 
have some business to attend to, and it's 
stupid for her shut up alone in lodgings." 
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" Of course, my dear Adrian. Why 
should you ask such a question? Aura 
and I will drive over to the Crystal Palace 
together. I know shö wishes to see it, and 
I have not been there for an age. It will 
amuse me vastly/' 

" I thought Georgina and you were en- 
gaged to Lady Castlemere's kettledrum this 
afternoon ? " remarks the Honourable Theo- 
dore. 

" Well, my dear Theodore, and if we are, 
it does not take place tili four o'clock, and 
Aura and I can meet dear Georgie there and 
bring her home with us. I see no difläculty 
in lt. 

" Except that Georgie will have to drive 

• 

to Eaton Square in a cab," he continues 
with some acidity. 

" My wife had to use one to come here/' 
remarks Adrian casually, as he interrupts for 
a moment a conversation with his father. 

"Ah yes, youi^ wife — but perhaps Mrs. 
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Adrian h'as been more used to that sort of 
thing than your sister has ? " 

"You al:e totally mistaken, Little. I 
don't think she ever entered one tili she 
had the misfortune to marry me." 

"Adrian, don'tr says Aura from across 
the table. 

" Hold your tongue, chicken, and don't 
contradict your betters. You shall have a 
carriage all to yourself some day, and tili ■ 
then " 

" Till then, my dear boy,." says the Colonel 
pompously, as he takes up the thread of the 
discussion, " she has the use of her mother- 
in-law's whenever she feels inclined for a 
drive, so don't put her in a cab oftener than 
is necessary. I don't like cabs for ladies, 
the/re too public, and unless they have a 
gentleman with them they should never 
enter one. You will drive to Lady Castle- 
mere's with Georgina, Theodore." 

" I shall be obliged to do so, sir, I sup- 
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pose," says the Honourable sulkily, and bis 
wife Catches the infection of his discontent, 
and takes the remainder of her breakfast in 
silence. But the Crystal Palace expedition 
is not put off in consequence, and Adrian 
packs Aura and his mother into the family 
barouche and sees them drive away from^ 
London for the day, with entire satisfaction. 
Then Colonel Dumaresq links his arm 
within that of his son, and carries him off 
to pay a visit to Sir George Trevelyan, 
promising to let him go again by noon, by 
which time Adrian professes to have business- 
nearer home ; which indeed is no deception, 
for the business he purposes to do with 
Kellick is of greater importance to him at 
this period than all the civil appointments- 
in the world. 

So they disperse upon their several en- 
gagements, and punctually at eleven o'clock 
the book-maker reappears upon the steps of 
the little house in Regent's Park. His- 
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knock and ring are not quite so modest 
to-day as they were yesterday, and so con- 
fidant is he of admittance, that, as the land- 
lady opens the door to him, he steps without 
inquiry into the haU. 

" If it's my first floor lodgers as youVe 
come after again, sir/' says Mrs. Goode, - it's 
no use your troubling yourself to step inside, 
for they're both gone out." 

" Gone out ! " he ejaculated ; " what Mr. 
and Mrs. Dumrick ? " 

" Yes, they went out before breakfast, 
and they won't be in tili twelve. Tliat was 
the message I was to give to any one that 
caUed." 

" I can't believe that Mrs. Dumrick's gone 
out/' says Kellick eamestly, "because she 
expected me to come this moming at 
eleven." 

" Well, whether or no, and whoever you 
may be," rejoins the landlady, "my first 
floor lodgers ig out — ^both the lady and the 
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gentleman — and so it's na use your staying, 
and perhaps you'll call again." 

" They will be back at twelve, you say ? " 
"That was their last words, and so I 
suppose theyil keep to 'em ; but I've no more 
time to waste stauding here. Kyouwantto 
speak to them you'd better call a litüe 
later," with which Mrs. Goode uncere- 
moniously closes her hall door, leaving Job 
Kellick on the outside, lost in thought. 

" 'Tain't like her," he ponders, *'to break 
a promise to her father, and on the first day 
we meet again, too. She's been influenced 
to do this as sure as my name's Kellick, and 
if it's he that is trying to come between us 
I must have a settling with him. My 
pretty lamb I she'd never have done it of 
her own accord. I know her too welL I 
could see he didn't make me too welcome 
here last night. I suppose I ain't fit to sit 
alongside of his relations. Ah, he may be 
a very grand gentleman, *Mad Dumrick,' 
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but he shan't come between me and my 
Aura — ^not if he were fifty times as much 
a swell as he ^is — no, nor five hundred. 
She's my daughter — ^nothing can unmake 
her that ; and if I ain't good enough to be 
his father-in-law, why, I'U take her back 
again and glad to do it, sooner than she 
should be made to feel ashamed of the man 
that begot her." 

Thinking such thoughts to himself, aad 
many more as impotently futile, the book- 
maker strides up and down the Park,£righten- 
ing the nursery maids and little chüdren with 
his malignant frown and half-muttered oaths ; 
and working himself up into a perfect frenzy 
of rage and disappointment. At the close 
of the hour he is back again at the door of 
his daughter's lodgings. 

"They ain't come in yet," says Mrs. 
Goode quickly, as soon as ever she catches 
a glimpse of his forbidding features, and 
she is about to close the door again 
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when he places his heavy foot against the 
portals. 

** I should like to speak a word to you if 
you please, ma'am," he says with forced 
politeness, "as my time is valuable. . Are 
you sure that Mrs. Dumrick will be back 
shortly ? " 

"I ain't sure of nothing," retorts the 
landlady. **I only know he left word so. 
P'raps she may, and p'raps she mayn't. 
There's do saying. They're often out for 
the whole day." 

" Do you know where they're gone to ? " 

"No, IdonV 

" But perhaps you may have an idea." 

" They didn't say nothing themselves of 
where they was going to ; indeed, as he wa& 
leaving I put the question to the gentleman^ 
and he said 'twas no matter. But when 
they stays out so long, they're mostly gone 
to Brook Street." 

'' Who lives in Brook Street ? '' 
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*^Why, their pa and ma, to be sure- 



Colonel and Lady Olivia Dumaresq — I sup-* 
pose youVe heard of them, as you seem 
acquainted with the family ? " 

" Yes, yes ; and they're gone there, you 
say ? " 

" I think it's more than likely, but I can't 
be sure. If you're so anxious to see tliem 
you can but ask." 

" What number is it ? " 

She gives the number and describes the 
direction, and sends Job Kellick off upon 
the track of his son-in-law. 

Meanwhile, that son-in-law having paid a 
most satisfactory visit to his father's friend, 
who promises to do great things in his 
favour, is persuaded by Colonel Dumaresq 
to aecompany him on some errand to the 
city, where he finds to his dismay it is close 
upon the stroke of twelve. 

"I must part with you here, father; I 
shall be late for my appointment as it is," 
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he declares, and he humes back to the 
Kegent's Park. When he arrives there 
KeUick has been and gone. 

"Any one inquired here for me, Mrs. 
Goode ? " 

"Well, sir, there have been the same 
gentleman as was here yesterday. He come 
at eleven, and he come at twelve, and then 
he went away." 

" And left no message to say he wonld 
retum ? " 

" No, sii," replies the landlady, who ima- 
gines that if Adrian has come from Brook 
Street, the " horsey-looking old gentleman " 
must have abandoned his idea of calling 
there. 

Upon which our hero walks back leisurely 
to his father's house. He finds it rather 
dull, for Colonel Dumaresq has not yet 
returned, and only Georgina, sitting listlessly 
with the " Moming Post " upon her lap, is 
in the drawing-room. 
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" Little out, too ? " inquires her brother as 
he throws himself into an armchair. 

" I believe so/ He said he intended 
riding, but Theodore and I seldom interfere' 
with one another during the moming," re- 
tums Georgina, who has not quite recovered 
the equanimity which was disturbed by the 
faet of the camage having been ordered for 
, her sister-in-law. 

" Ah, you're a regulär fashionable couple," 
replies Adrian, as he takes up the news- 
paper ; " and I siippose Aura and I shall 
become so in time also. When is this trial 
going to end ? The judges and jury will have 
died natural deaths before it comes to a con- 
clusion." And he is soon deep in the puzzles 
of cross-questioning. He has not applied 
himself to it for more than a few minutes, 
however, before he pereeives a footman ad- 
vancing to his side. 

" What is it, John ? " he inquires in 
differently, lifting his eyes for a moment. 
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" K you please, sir, there's a man of the 
name of Kellick waiting to speak to you/' 

In a moment Adrian's face has flnshed 
crimson, and he has started to his feet. 

" Is he here now ? " 

*' He's in the hall, sir, I said I thought 
jou were engaged ; but his business is im- 
portant, he says, and he must speak to you 
at once." 

" KeUick ! what an odd name ! " remarks 
Mrs. Little. 

" He's a tradesman. I have business with 
him," says her brother quickly ; but she 
notices even then how uneasily and anxiously 
he speaks. "Excuse me for a moment, 
Georgina," and he follows the servant from 
the room. 

How his heart beats as he does so 1 How 
horrified he is at Kellick's presumption in 
following him there ; how deeply, infinitely 
grateful he feels that none of his family are 
at home except his stolid sister Georgie. As 
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he reaches the foot of the staircase he dis- 
misses the attendant. 

" Leave us alone," he says abruptly ; " my 
business with this man is private/' 

** Shall I show him into the library, sir ? 
it's vacant." 

" No, no. I have not ten words to say to 
him," and he walks quickly to where the 
book-maker is standing sullenly upon the 
door mat. 

" How are you, Kellick ? " he says as soon 
as the servant is out of sight. '^ What made 
you follow me here ? I cannot possibly ask 
you in as my father is from home ; but I 
will v^elk back with you to the Kegent's 
Park, if you would like me to do so." 

" I want to see my daughter, Mr. Dum- 
rick, and that's why I called here. I haven't 
so many days to waste in London that I can 
afford to pass one without a sight of her 
face." 

^' Hush !— ^pray be quiet," says Adrian as 
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he glances fearfuUy around him. "She is 
not here, Kellick. She has driven out with 
my mother to Sydenham, and will not be 
back tili the evening. It is of no use your 
waiting to see her now ; but you shaU see her 
to-morrow, indeed you shall, if you will be 
patient tili then." 

" And why did you let her make an ap- 
pointment to go to Sydenham when you 
knew that I was to be at your place at eleven 
o'clock to take her out? I don't think you're 
acting fairly by me, Mr. Dumrick. IVe 
kept away from my girl for three whole 
months, so that you should have a good spell 
of her to yourself, and now that I run, up for 
a few days you grudge me an hour or two of 
her Company. And my money paying for 
the roof you live under and the bread you 
eat aU the while.'' 

*^ Kellick, if you wiU persist in talking 
like this you'U ruin me and your daughter 
too. If you have any love for Aura, pray 
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go now, and leave what you have to say to 
me tili a future time. I ask it as a favour, 
for her sake as well as my own." 

Were not Adrian so engrossed with the 
argument upon which he has entered as to be 
able to attend to nothing eise, and so certain 
that Mrs. Little is the only member of the 
family then in the hou^e as to have no sus- 
picions, he might have heard at this juncttire 
the creaking of the dining-room door, as it 
opens the fourth part of an inch to enable the 
Honourable Theodore (who has been reading 
quietly there for the last honr) to listen to 
what foUows. 

*^ Ruin you! I think it's your finc 
friends as would have ruined you if I had 
not come to your aid. It's all very well for 
them to treat you to dinners and take you 
out in their carriages now that you're able to 
hold up your head amongst them ; but I 
should like to know loho it was come to your 
assistance when they'd all tumed their backs 
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upon you, and wouldn't help you by so much 
as a halfpenny or a good word," 

*' You did, Kellick ! Of course I knew 
that, and a precious hard price you made me 
pay for it too. I think we're even there. 
But any way you must quit this house. I'm 
notthe master of it, and I don't believe you 
meant good towards me by foUowing me 
here." 

" It's not likely I should mean hann," re- 
joins the other roughly, " when there's Aura 
to be thought of as well as you. But I 
meant neither one nor t'other. I came for 
my own satisfaction. Fve heard you brag 
a deal about your people, and the house they 
lived in, and I wanted to see if you'd told 
me the truth or not. They're Aura's people 
now, you know, as well as yours." 

" Very true ; and nowthat you're satisfied 
I have spoken the truth I hope you'll go." 

" Ah, you're ashamed of me, I suppose, 
and afraid some of them wiU come home and 
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catch me standing here, That would be a 
rum go ; you'd have to introduce me then, 
you know. But donlt you be afraid, Mr. 
Dumrick. All I want is my daughter ; and 
if you don't try to keep us apart you may 
depend on it I shall never trouble your fine 
fidends, nor you either, for,tlie matter of that. 
What I want is Aura, and if you'll teil me 
when I can see her I'll go at once.'' 

" You shall see her to-night, Kellick," re- 
plies Adrian eamestly. " I will take her 
home at eight o'clock if you will be there to 
meet us. And don't talk about my trying 
to keep you apart again. Yoü shall take her 
back to Doncaster if it pleases you. I'd be 
the last person in the world to wish to 
separate a father from his child. Only if 
you knew how peculiar my father is in some 
things you — ^you — " 

" You would cut your stick, " interposes 
KeUick with a hoarse laugh. "All right, 
sir, I will ; but I'm to see my Aura at 
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eight o'clock to-night, mind. I depend on 
you." 

" You shall see her without fall, Kellick/' 
says Adrian, and at that his father-in-law 
shuffles out of the hall door, and he closes it 
on him with a sigh of relief, and bounding 
upstairs again, sets his wits to work to invent 
some tale by which he shall satisfy the un- 
usual curiosity evineed by his sister Greorgie 
with respect to his mysterious visitor. 

As soon as he is gone, the Honourable 
Theodore Little, with a look of the most 
malicious satisfaction- in his eyes, emerges 
from his concealment behind the dining- 
room door, and seizing his hat, which lies on 
the hall table, proeeeds to follow the book- 
maker. He has understood but half the 
conversation which passed between him and 
his brother-in-law .; but what he has heard 
has determined him if possible to question 
the stranger himself . He was at the window 
in time to see him emerge from the portico 
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and shamble in his awkward fashion along 
the pavement, so he has.no difficulty, as he 
leaves the house, in recognizing the uncouth 
figure as it tums the comer of the street. 

He has caught it up before it has gained 
another dozen paces. 

"I beg your pardon," exclaims the 
Hononrable Theodore breathlessly, " but are 
younot the — ^the^— person who was speaking 
with Mr. Dumaresq just now in Brook 
Street ? " 

" I am, sir — at your Service," says Kellick, 
as he waits in some surprise to hear what is 
to follow. 

"I happened inadvertently to overhear 
some of your convers^^tion, and I believe 
I am addressing the father of Mrs. Adrian 
Dumaresq — ^Mr. " 

^* Kellick, sir, Job Kellick — and not 
ashamed of it; though I don't know how 
you come to guess I was her father. There 
isn't much resemblance between us." 
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" She is a most beautiful young woman," 
continues the Honourable, guessing that 
praise of Aura will find the nearest way to 
her father's heart, " and no one could see her 
without wishing to do her a Service. And 
I'm afraid there's a little foul play going on 
somewhere just now with respeet to her and 
yourself, Mr. Kellick." 

" Sir-! " 

"Oh, you mustn't mind my speaking 
openly to you. I'm Adrian's brother, and 
am in all his secrets, and take a great interest 
in my sister-in-law ; which consequently, 
knowing how attached Aura is to her father, 
resolves itself into feeling interested in you 
also, Mr. KelHck." 

" Very much obliged to yoUj sir, I'm sure. 
It's not often one hears such words from a 
stranger. Yes, my girl is fond of me, bless 
her dear heart; and as for myself, well, I 
think Fm just about as wrapt up in her as a 
father can well be." 
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" Of course — very natural ; and my 
brother's not treating you as w611 as I could 
wish, Mr. Kellick. If he wants to alienate 
bis wife from all her own family, he should at 
least teil you the truth about it." 

" But he doesn't wish it, sir," replies KeUick 
eagerly and loyally. " IVe been speaking to 
him on the subjeet this very moment, and 
he says it's his last intention. And he's to 
take her home this evening as early as eight 
o'clock, on purpose that I shall see her." - 

Mr. Little smiles compassionately. 

" Let US walk on a little, Kellick---we are 
attracting attention. I am afraid you have 
made a mistake in this matter. I don't 
think my brother has any thought of taking 
Mrs. Adrian Dumaresq back to her lodgings 
to-night. I believe he has altogether other 
designs for her. I am afraid he wants to 
separate you from her entirely, and that if 
you don't follow my advice it may be some 
time before you see her again." 
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Job Kellick stops dead on the pavement^ 
Ids ugly features working convulsively. 

" What do you mean by that, sir ? " 

" Just what I say, Kellick. I think your 
daughter will be sent abroad er to the sea- 
side without your seeing her again, unlesa 
you do as I teil you/' 

" The d — d villain ! and when he owes 
everything tö me. Is it possible ? Why, 
sir, I let him off a debt of a thousand 
pounds, and put as much more in his pocket, 
that he might marry my poor girl — ^the only 
one I got — because I thought, in my folly, 
that if he made her a lady '' 

" I understand, my poor fellow, perfectly. 
I know all; that you are by profession 
a " 

" A book-maker ? Yes, sir ; with whom 
Mad Dumrick had dealings enough before 
he turned into his son-in-law, that you may 
take your oath. And now to think he 
should try to play me such a scurvy trick. 



^ 
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But I can't let her go without seeing her 
pretty face again. I Ve come^ up to London 
for that purpose alone, and. it's too bad of 
Mr. , Dumrick to grudge me so much, to 
whom he owes aU.'^ 

" Nor shall you do so, Kellick ; and did 
the Colonel i know the truth, I believe he 
would be the last person to permit it." 

" I wish I could see the Colonel. Blowed 
if I wouldn't teU him aQ." 

*'That's just what I want you to do, 
Kellick — ^to see my good father-in-law, and 
consult him in the matter. I know hell be 
on your side, and compel Adrian to do what 
is right. He has a daughter himself, of 
whom he is very proud, and he will feel for 
your annoyance. Can you come to Brook 
Street again this evening at six o'clock ? " 

*' Of course I can, sir ; my time's my own, 
worse luck, now my pretty one's out of 
town. And you think the Colonel will see 
the wrong of it, and let Mr. Dumrick know 
he's no right to part parent and chüd." 
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" I am certain of it ; and what's more, 
Kellick, if you donH come, it is likely you 
have Seen the last of Aura for some time. 
It will be too late to consult my father-in- 
law, remember, when she's gone." 

"True, sir! WeU, I didn't think Mr. 
Dnmrick could be so shabby — and I shan't 
fall to be there, you may lay your life on it. 
Six o'clock you said, sir ; I'll be there to the 
minute, and I don't know how to thank you 
enough for what youVe done for me." 

" Oh, don't thank me," rejoins the 

I 

Honourable Theodore carelessly ; " after aU, 
it's as much for my sister-in-law's sake as 
for yours, for she's been crying about it 
all the moming; and once over, Adrian 
himseK will be glad of my interference. 
He's been a litüe shy, you see, Mr. Kellick — 
very foolishly so — of mentioning your pro- 
fession and so forth at home, but I know his 
father much better than he does, and that 
the Colonel likes nothing so well as straight- 
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forwardness. So speak up like a man, and 
teU him everyt-hing from the beginning to 
the end." 

" Never fear, sir. 111 give him a dose of 
it. It shan't be my fault if my daughter's 
carried away from me without the raising 
of a finger. Good moming, sir ; I shall be 
true to my time. No one ever booked an 
engagement yet with Job Kellick and found 
him a defaulter ! " 

With which they, for the present, part; 
and the Honourable, with his Coming 
triumph so visibly, written on every feature, 
that Adrian's first question on perceiving 
him is to ask if he has come into a fortune, 
sneaks home with an excellent appetite to 
his luncheon. 
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